
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



-^ ^ 



^^ 




'.'> 



'■<: --^ 



Digitized teiXjOOQlC 



Ji^ 



'i> V 



Jl 






v 



IP ./" 






. V 



A 









if .^.-v 



<. . 




\" 



^'•' 



..•^^ r 



^ 

5 









••^^ 



'<r.. 






V. 



..\ 






K:^ Digitiz&%y Google -,;/ 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Brfitiitittr Cikitintt 

THE WRITINGS OF 
MARK TWAIN 

VOLUME n 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 




Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FV 

MAMK TV. \J\ 

IN "VrO Vul' '•..'i V... ij 



'READ IT TO THE POLICE!" 



^'1 



^: H V \<< 



MtX\\x\ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



"!3:)!JO^T HHT (3T tl CiACW 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE 

INNOCENTS ABROAD 

OB 
THE NEW PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 

BT 

MARK TWAIN 

IN TWO VOLUMES— VOL. O 




NEW YOBK 

GABRIEL WELI^ 

MGMXXn 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Tri IwH o cBWTi Abroad. Vol. II 



Copyright. x86o. 1897. ukI 1899, by Thb Ambucam Puhjsbino Compant 

Copyright. 19x1. by Clasa GABRiLOwmcR 

Copirright. X933. by Tbv Mark TwAm Compant 

Printed in the United States of America 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONTENTS 

CHAP. PAGB 

I. 7 ? Thb Gooo-naturbd Brother op Skulls ... i 

II. How Vesuvius is Climbed 13 

ni. The Rags and Riches of Naples 21 

IV. POMPEU AND THE PrOUD SENTINEL 33 

V. Seeing Athens by Stealth — ^and Moonlight . 44 

VI. Constantinople the Bewildering 62 

^ Vn. Morals and Whisky are Scarce 77 

VnL In Sebastopol the Battered 93 

IX. What Richelieu and Odessa Did for Each Other 100 

X. We Visit the Czar of All the Russias ... 104 

XI. Smyrniste Girls are Beautiful 119 

Xn. Who Took the Oysters Up the Hill? ... 130 

XIII. Ephesus: a World of Precious Relics ... 137 

XIV. Our Luxurious Camp on Lebanon 149 

XV. We Meet Noah's Family 158 

XVI. Baalbbc the Beautiful and Mysterious . . 166 

XVII. I Drink Out of Ananias's Well 175 

XVm. Nimrod's Tomb, at Jonesborough 189 

^ XIX. By Ain Mellahah, the Desolate 205 

XX. The Blank Voice of the Turtle 216 

XXI. The Melancholy Holy Land 233 

XXn. Where the Crusaders Perished 246 

:; XXIII. Where the Horses Cried 259 

XXIV. The Bedouins— Tatterdemauon Vagrants . . 272 

XXV. Joseph's Tomb and Jacob's Well 289 

( XXVI. I Weep at Adam's Tomb 297 

XXVII. Jerusalem— We ARE Surfeitbd wtth Sights! . . 317 

XXVIII. We Miss Lot's Wife 33^ 

▼ 



fs 



Digitized by 



Google 



CONTENTS 

OUP. PAGB 

XXIX. Why the Whalb Threw Up Jonah .... 354 

XXX. Wb Endubb Cairo 360 

XXXI. Tortured on the Ptraiods . 370 

XXXII. Seven Delightful Days in Spain 389 

XXXIII. Our Small and Only Mishap 393 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ILLUSTRATIONS 

"RsAO It to thb Poucb!" /y<mfMp<Mt 

A Corner nr thb Capuchin Convent Pacing p. 8 

Oum Pasty or Eight " 190 

TAB Tomb or Adam " 306 

Climbing the Pyramids " 374 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE 
INNOCENTS ABROAD 



CHAPTER I 

P^OM the sanguinary sports of the Holy Inquisi- 
tion; the slaughter of the Coliseum; and the 
dismal tombs of the Catacombs, I naturally pass to 
the picturesque horrors ol the Capuchin Convent. 
We stopped a moment in a small chapel in the diurdi 
to admire a picture of St. Michael vanquishing Satan 
— a picture which is so beautiful that I cannot but 
think it belongs to the reviled "Renaissance/' not- 
"withstanding I believe they told us one of the an- 
cient old masters painted it — and then we de- 
scended into the vast vault underneath. 

Here was a spectade for sensitive nerves! Evi- 
dently the old masters had been at work in this i^ace. 
There were six divisions in the apartment, and each 
division was ornamented with a style of decoration 
peculiar to itself — and these decorations were in 
every instance formed of human bones! There were 
shapely ardies, built wholly of thigh-bones; there 
were startUng pyramids, built wholly of grinning 
skulls; there were quaint architectural structures of 
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MARK TWAIN 

various kinds, btiilt of shin-bones and the bones of 
the arm; on the wall were elaborate frescoes, whose 
curving vines were made of knotted himian verte- 
brae; whose delicate tendrils were made of sinews 
and tendons; whose flowers were formed of knee- 
caps and toe-nails. Bveiy lasting portion of the 
human frame was represented in these intricate de- 
signs (they n^ere by Micfaatl Angelo, I think), and 
there was a careful finish about the work, and an 
attention to details that betrayed the artist's love 
of his labors as well as his schooled ability. I asked 
the good-natured monk who accompanied us, who 
did this? And he said, "We did it"— meam^g 
himself and his brethren up-stairs. I could see that 
the old friar took a lugh pide in his curious show. 
We made him talkative by exhibiting an interest 
we never betrayed to guides. 

''Who were these people?" 

"We — up-€tair9 — Monks of the Capuchin order — 
my brethren." 

"How many departed monks were required to 
u^olster these ax parlors?" 

"These are the bones of four thousand." 

"It took a long time to get enougih?" 

"Many, many centuries." 

"Their diflEerent parts are well separated — skulls 
in one room, legs in another, ribs in another — ^there 
would be stirring times here for a while if the last 
Uiunp should blow. Some of the brethren might 
get hold of the wrong leg, in the confusion, and the 
wrong skull, acnd find themselves limping, and look- 
ing throt^h eyes that were wider apart or closer 
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together than they were used to. , You cannot tdl 
any of liiese parties a{>art, I suppose?" 

•*0h, yes, I know many of th«n." 

He pat his &Q!gse on a skull. "This was Brother 
Ansdmo — dead three hundred years — a good man." 

He touched another. ''This was Brother Akx- 
ancter— <lead two hundred and ei^ty years. This 
was Brother Cario— dead about as long." 

Then he took a skidl and held it in his hand, and 
locdoed reflectivdy upon it, after the manner of the 
grave-digger when be discourses of Yorick. 

''This," be said, "was Brother Thodtnas. He 
was a young prince, the scion of a proud house that 
traced its lineage bade to the grand old 6s^ at Rome 
weD-nig^ two thousand years ago. He loved beneath 
bis estate. His family persecuted him; persecuted 
the girl, as welL Tbey drove her firom Rome; he 
followed; he soug^ her lar and wide; he fotmd no 
trace of her. He oame back and offered his biroken 
heart at our altar and bis weary Uf e to the service of 
God. But look you. Shortly his father died, aend 
likewise Ins mother. The ghl returned, rejoicing. 
)Sbe soiq^t everywhere for him whose eyes had used 
to look tenderly iirto bers out of this pow skull, 
but she could not find him. At last, in this coarse 
garb we wear, she recogmaed him in the street. He 
knew her. Itwastoolate. He fell where he stood. 
They took him up and brought him here. Heaever 
spoke afterward, l^tfasn the week he died. You 
can see the color of his hair — faded, somewhat — 
by this thin shred liiat dings still to the temple. 
This [taking up a thigMxme] was his. The veins 
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oi tlus leaf in the decoratiotis ever your head, were 
his finger-joints, a htmdred and fifty years ago." 

This businesslike way of illustrating a touching 
story of the heart by laying the several fragments of 
the lover befcn^ us and nannng them, was as gro- 
tesque a performance, and as g^iastly, as any I ever 
witnessed. I hardly knew whether to smile or shud- 
der. There are nerves and musdes in our frames 
whose functions and whose methods of working it 
seems a sort of sacril^^ to describe by cold phjrsio- 
logical names and surreal tecfanicaHties, and the 
monk's talk suggested to me something of this kind. 
Fancy a surgeon, with his nippers lifting tendons, 
musdes, and sudi things into view, out of the com- 
plex madunery of a corpse, and observing, ''Now 
this little nerve quivers — the vibration is imparted 
to this musde — trcm here it is passed to this fibrous 
sdbstanoe; here its ingredieatif are separated by tlie 
chemical action of the blood—one part goes to the 
heart and thrills it with what is popularly tenned, 
ttiotion, another part follows this nerve to the brain 
and communicates intdligence of a startling diarac- 
ter— the third part gjttdes along this passi^ and 
toudies the spring oonneoted with the fluid tecep- 
tades tiiat lie in the rear of the eye. Thus, by this 
simple and beautiftd process, the party is informed 
that his mother is dead, and he weeps.*' HorriUel 

I asked the monk if all tiie brethren tip-stairs ex- 
pected to be put in this place vdien they died. He 
answered quietly: 

''We must all lie here at last." 

See what one can accustom himself to. The re- 
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flection that he must some day be taken apart Uke an 
engine or a dock, or like a house whose owner is 
gone, and worked up into arches and pyramids and 
hideous frescoes, did not distress this monk in the 
least. I thought he even looked as if he were think- 
ing, with complacent vanity, that his own skull would 
look well on top of the heap and his own ribs add a 
charm to the frescoes which possibly they lacked at 



Here and there, in ornamental alcoves stretched 
upon beds of bones, lay dead and dried-up monks, 
with lank frames dressed in the black robes one sees 
ordinarily upon priests. We examined one closely. 
The skinny hands were clasped upon the breast; 
two lusterless tufts of hair stuck to the skull; the 
skin was brown and shrunken; it stretched tightly 
over the cheek-bones and made them stand out 
sharply; the crisp dead eyes were deep in the sock- 
ets; the nostrils were painfully prominent, the end 
of the nose being gone; the lips had shriveled away 
from the yellow teeth; and brought down to us 
through the circling years, and petrified there, was 
a weird laugh a full century oldl 

It was the joUiest laugh, but yet the most dreadful, 
that one can imagine. Surely, I thought, it must 
have been a most extraordinary joke this veteran 
produced with his latest breath, that he has not got 
done laughing at it yet. At this moment I saw that 
the old instinct was strong upon the boys, and I said 
we had better hurry to St. Peter's. They were try- 
ing to keep from asking, "Is — is he dead?" 

It makes me dizzy to think of the Vatican — of 
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its wilderness of statues, paintings, and cariosities of 
every description and every age. The *'dd mas* 
ters" (especially in sculpture) fairly swarm, there. 
I cannot write about the Vatican. I think I shall 
never remember anything I saw there distinctly but 
the mummies, and the'* Transfiguration, "by Raphael, 
and some other things it is not necessary to mention 
now. I shall remember the "Transfiguration " partly 
because it was placed in a room almost by itself; 
partly because it is acknowledged by all to be the 
first oil-painting in the world; and partly because 
it was wonderfully beautiful. The colors are fresh 
and rich, the ''expression," I am told, is fine, the 
"feeling" is Uvdy, the "tone" is good, the "depth" 
is profoimd, and the width is about four and a half 
feet, I should judge. It is a picture that really 
holds one's attention; its beauty is fascinating. It 
is fine enough to be a Renaissance. A remark I 
made a while ago suggests a thought — and a hope. 
Is it not possible that the reason I find such charms 
in this picture is because it is out of the crazy chaos 
of the galleries? If some of the others were set 
apart, might not they be beautiful? If this were 
set in the midst of the tempest of pictures one finds 
in the vast galleries of the Roman palaces, would I 
think it so handsome? If, up to this time, I had 
seen only one "old master" in each palace, instead 
of acres and acres of walls and ceilings fairly papered 
with them, might I not have a more civilized opin- 
ion of the old masters than I have now? I think so. 
When I was a school-boy and was to have a new 
knife, I could not make up my mind as to which was 
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the prettiest in the showcase, and I did not think 
any of them were particularly pretty; and so I chose 
with a heavy heart. But when I lodced at my pur- 
chase, at home, where no glittering blades came into 
competition with it, I was astonished to see how 
handsome it was. To this day my new hats look 
better out of the shop than they did in it with other 
new hats. It b^[ins to dawn upon me, now, that 
possibly, what I have been taking for uniform ugli- 
ness in the galleries may be uniform beauty after all. 
I honestly hope it is, to others, but certainly it is not 
to me. Perhaps the reason I used to enjoy going to 
the Academy of Fine Arts in New York was because 
there were but a few hundred paintings in it, and it 
did not surfeit me to go through the list. I suppose 
the Academy was bacon and beans in the Forty-Mile 
Desert, and a European gallery is a state dinner of 
thirteen courses. One leaves no sign after him of 
the one dish, but the thirteen frighten away his 
appetite and give him no satisfaction. 

There is one thing I am certain of, though. With 
all the Michael Angelos, the Raphaels, the Guidos, 
and the other old masters, the sublime history of 
Rome remains unpainted! They painted Virgins 
enough, and Popes enough, and saintly scarecrows 
enough, to people Paradise, almost, and these things 
are all they did paint. "Nero fiddling o'er burning 
Rome," the assassination of Caesar, the stirring spec- 
tade of a hundred thousand people bending forward 
with rapt interest, in the Coliseum, to see two skil- 
ful gladiators haddng away each other's life, a tiger 
springing uix>n a kneeling martyr — ^these and a thou- 

7 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

sand other matters which we read of with a living 
interest, must be sought for only in books — ^not 
among the rubbish left by the old masters — who are 
no more, I have the satisfaction of informing the 
public. 

They did paint, and they did carve in marble, one 
historical scene, and one only (of any great historical 
consequence). And what was it and why did they 
choose it, particularly? It was the Rape of the 
Sabines, and they chose it for the legs and busts. 

I like to look at statues, however, and I like to 
look at pictures, also — even of monks looking up in 
sacred ecstasy, and monks looking down in medita- 
tion, and mcmks skirmishing for something to eat — 
and therefore I drop iU nature to thank the papal 
government for so jealously guarding and so indus- 
triously gathering up these things; and for permit- 
ting me, a stranger and not an entirely friendly one, 
to roam at will and unmolested among them, charg- 
ing me nothing, and only requiring that I shall be- 
have myself simply as well as I oug^t to behave in 
any other man's house. I thank the Holy Father 
right heartily, and I wish him long life and plenty 
of happiness. 

The Popes have long been the patrons and pre- 
servers of art, just as our new, practical Republic is 
the encourager and upholder of mechanics. In their 
Vatican is stored up all that is curious and beautiful 
in art; in our Patent Office is hoarded all that is 
curious or useful in mechanics. When a man in- 
vents a new style of horse-coUar or discovers a new 
and superior method of telegraphing, our govem- 
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ment issues a i)atent to him that is worth a fortune; 
when a man digs up an ancient statue in the Cam- 
pagna, the Pope gives him a fortune in gold coin. 
We can make something of a guess at a man's char- 
acter by the style of nose he carries on his face. 
The Vatican and the Patent Office are governmental 
noses, and they bear a deal of character about them. 
The guide ^owed us a colossal statue of Jupiter, 
in the Vatican, which he said looked so damaged 
and rusty — so like the God of the Vagabonds — 
because it had but recently been dug up in the Cam- 
pagna. He asked how much we supposed this 
Jupiter was worth. I replied, with intelligent 
promptness, that he was probably worth about four 
dollai^ — maybe four and a half. *'A hundred thou- 
sand dollars!" Ferguson said. Ferguson said, fur- 
ther, that the Pope permits no ancient work of 
this kind to leave his dominions. He appoints a 
commission to examine discoveries like this and re- 
port uixm the value; then the Pope pays the discov- 
erer one-half of that assessed value and takes the 
statue. He said this Jupiter was dug from a field 
which had just been bought for thirty-six thousand 
dollars, so the first crop was a good one for the new 
farmer. I do not know whether Ferguson always 
tells the truth or not, but I suppose he does. I know 
that an exorbitant export duty is exacted upon all 
pictures painted by the old masters, in order to dis- 
courage the sale of those in the private collections. 
I am satisfied, also, that genuine old masters hardly 
exist at all, in America, because the cheapest and 
most insignificant of them are valued at the price of 
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a fine farm. I proposed to buy a small trifle of a 
Raphael, myself, but the price of it was eighty thou- 
sand dollars, the export duty would have made it 
considerably over a hundred, and so I studied on it 
awhile and concluded not to take it. 

I wish here to mention an inscription I have seen, 
before I forget it: 

"Glory to God in the highest, peace on earth to 
MBN OP GOOD will'" It is uot good Scripture, 
but it is sound Catholic and human nature. 

This is in letters of gold around the apsis <rf a 
mosaic group at the side of the scala scmta, churdi 
of St. John Lateran, the Mother and Mistress oi all 
the Catholic churches of the world. The group 
represents the Saviour, St. Peter, Pope Leo, St. Sil- 
vester, Constantine, and Charlemagne. Peter is 
giving the pallium to the Pope, and a standard to 
Charlemagne. The Saviour is giving the keys to 
St. Silvester, and a standard to Constantine. No 
prayer is c^ered to the Saviour, who seems to be of 
little importance anywhere in Rome; but an inscrip- 
tion below says, ''Blessed Peter, give life to Pope Leo 
and victory to King Charles.'' It does not say, 
'^Intercede for n^, through the Saviour, with the 
Father, for this boon," but "Blessed Peter, gioe it 
us." 

In all seriousness — ^without meaning to be frivo- 
lous — ^without meaning to be irreverent, and more 
than all, without meaning to be blasphemous, — I 
state as my simple deduction from the things I have 
seen and the things I have heard, that the Holy 
Personages rank thus in Rome: 

lO 
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First— '*The Mother of God"~othermse the 
Virgin Mary. • 

Second — ^The Deity. 

Third — ^Peter. 

Fourth — Some twelve or fifteen canonized Popes 
and martyrs. 

Fi/ih — ^Jesus Christ the Saviour — (but alwajrs as 
an infant in arms). 

I may be wrong in this — ^my judgment errs often, 
just as is the case with other men's — but it is my 
judgment, be it good or bad. 

Just here I will maition something that seems 
curious to me. There are no ''Christ's Churches" 
in Rome, and no "Churches of the Holy Ghost," 
that I can discover. There are some four hundred 
churches, but about a fourth of them seem to be 
named for the Madonna and St. Pet^. There are 
so many nan^ for Mary that they have to be dis- 
tinguished by all sorts of a£Sxes, if I understand the 
matter rightly. Then we have churches of St. 
Louis; St. Augustine; St. Agnes; St. Calixtus; 
St. Lorenzo in Ludna; St. Lorenzo in Damaso; 
St. Cecilia; St. Athanasius; St. Philip Neri; St. 
Catherine; St. Dom6nico, and a multitude of lesser 
saints whose names are not familiar in the world — 
and away down, clear out of the list of the churches, 
comes a couple of hospitals: one of them is named 
for the Saviour and the other for the Holy Ghost! 

Day after day and night after night we have wan- 
dered among the crumbling wonders of Rome; day 
after day and nig^t after night we have fed upon the 
dust and decay of five-and-twenty centuries — ^have 
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brooded over them by day and dreamt of them by 
night till sometimes we sefemed moldering away our- 
selves, and growing defaced and comerless» and liable 
at any moment to fall a prey to some antiquary and 
be patched in the legs, and "restored" with an un- 
seemly nose, and labeled wrong and dated wrong, 
and set up in the Vatican f oi: poets to drivel about 
and vandals to scribble their names on forever and 
forevermore. 

But the surest way to stop writing about Rome is 
to stop. I wished to write a real "guide-book" 
chapter on this fascinating city, but I could not do 
it, because I have felt all the time like a boy in a 
candy shop — ^there was everything to choose from, 
and yet no choice. I have drifted along hopelessly 
for a hundred pages of manuscript without knowing 
where to commence. I will not commence at all. 
Our passports have been examined. We will go to 
Naples. 

Z2 
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CHAPTER II 

THE ship is lying here in the harbor of Naple. 
quarantined. She has been here several days 
and will remain several more. W^ that came by rail 
from Rome have escaped this misfortune. Of 
course no one is allowed to go on board the ship, or 
come ashore from her. She is a prison, now. The 
passengers probably spend the long, blazing days 
looking out from under the awnings at Vesuvius and 
the beautiful city — and in swearing. Think of ten 
days of this sort of pastimef — We go out every day 
in a boat and request them to come ashore. It 
soothes them. We lie ten steps from the ship and 
teD them how splendid the city is; and how much 
better the hotel fare is here than anywhere dse in 
Europe; and how cool it is; and what frozen con- 
tinents of ice-cream there are; and what a time we 
are having cavorting about the country and sailing 
to the islands in the Bay. This tranquilizes them. 

ASCBNT OP VESUVIUS 

I shall remember our trip to Vesuvius for many a 
day — ^partly because of its sight-seeing experiences, 
but cluefly on account of the fatigue of the journey. 
Two or three of us had been resting ourselves among 
the tranquil and beautiful scenery of the island of 
Ifichia, eighteen miles out in the harbor, for two 
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days; we called it "resting," but I do not remember 
now what the resting consisted of, for when we got 
back to Naples we had not slept for forty-eight 
hotirs. We were just about to go to bed early in the 
evening, and catch up on some of the sleep we had 
lost, when we heard of this Vesuvius expedition. 
There were to be eight of us in the party, and we 
were to leave Naples at midnight. We laid in some 
provisions for the trip, ^igaged carriages to take us 
to Annunciation, and then moved about the city, 
to keep awake, till twelve. We got away punctually, 
and in the course of an hour and a half arrived at 
the town of Annunciation. Annundaticm is the 
very last place under the sun. In other towns in 
Italy, the people lie around quietly and wait for 
you to ask them a question or do some overt act 
that can be charged for — ^but in Annunciation they 
have lost even that fragment of delicacy; they seize 
a lady's shawl from a chair and hand it to her and 
charge a penny; they open a carriage door, and 
charge for it — shut it when you get out, and charge 
for it; they help you to take oflE a duster — ^two 
cents; brush your clothes and make them worse 
than they were before — ^two cents; smile upon you 
— two cents; bow, with a lickspittle smirk, hat in 
hand — ^two cents; they volunteer all information, 
such as that the mules will arrive pres^itly — ^two 
cents — ^warm day, sir — ^two cents — ^take you four 
hoiu^ to make the ascent — ^two cents. And so they 
go. They crowd you — ^infest you — swarm about 
you, and sweat and smell offensively, and look 
sneaking and mean, and obsequious. There is no 
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office too degrading for them to perform, for money* 
I have had no opportunity to find out anything about 
the upper classes by my own observation, but from 
what I hear said about them I judge that what they 
lack in one or two of the bad traits t^e canaille have 
theymakeupin one or two others that are worse. How 
the i)eople begl — many of them very well dressed, too. 
I said I knew nothing against the upper dasses by 
personal observation. I mttst recall it! I had for- 
gotten. What I saw their bravest and their fairest 
do last night, the lowest multitude that could be 
scraped up out of the purlieus of Christendom would 
bhtsh to do, I think. Th^ assembled by hundreds, 
and even thousands, in the great Theater of San 
Carlo, to do — ^what? Why, simply, to make fun of 
an old woman — ^to deride, to hiss, to jeer at an 
actress they once worshiped, but whose beatrty is 
faded now and whose voice has lost its former ridi- 
ness. Everybody spoke of the rare sport there was 
to be. They said the theater would be crammed, 
because Prezzolini was going to sing. It was said 
she could not sing well, now, but then the people 
Kked to see her, anyhow. And so we went. And 
every time the w(»nan sang they hissed and laughed 
— ^the whole magnificent house — and as soon as she 
left the stage they called her on ^;ain with applause. 
Once or twice she was encored five and six times in 
succession, and received with hisses when she ap- 
peared, and discharged with hisses and laughter when 
she had finished — ^then instantly encored and in- 
sulted again! And how the hi^-bom knaves en- 
joyed it I White-kidded gentlemen and ladies laughed 
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tin the tears came, and dapped their hands in very 
ecstasy when that unhappy old woman would come 
meeldy out for the sixth time, with uncomplaining 
patience, to meet a storm of hisses! It was the 
crudest exhibition — the most wanton, the most un- 
feeling. The singer would have conquered an audi- 
ence of American rowdies by her brave, unflinching 
tranquillity (for she answered encore after encore, 
and smiled and bowed pleasantly, and sang the best 
she possibly could, and went bowing off, through all 
the jeers and hisses, without ever losing countenance 
or temper) : and surdy in any other land than Italy 
her sex and her hdplessness must have been an 
ample protecticm to her — she could have needed no 
other. Think what a multitude of small souls were 
crowded into that theater last night. If the manager 
could have filled his theater with Neapolitan^ souls 
alone, without the bodies, he could not have deared 
less than ninety millions of dollars. What traits of 
diaracter must a man have to enable him to hdp 
three thousand miscreants to hiss, and jeer, and 
laugh at one friendless old woman, and shamefuUy 
humiliate her? He must have all the vile, mean 
traits there are. My observation persuades me (I 
do not like to venture bej^nd my own personal ob- 
servation) that t^e upper dasses of Naples possess 
t^ose traits of diaracter. Otherwise they may be 
very good people; I cannot say. 

ASCBNT OP VESUVIUS — CONTINUBD 

In this dty of Naples, they believe in and support 
one of the wretchedest of all the rdigious impostures 
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one can find in Italy — ^the miraculous liquefaction 
of the blood of St. Januarius. Twice a year the 
priests assemble all the people at the Cathedral, and 
get out this vial of clotted blood and let them see it 
slowly dissolve and become liquid — and every day 
for eight days this dismal farce is repeated while 
the priests go among the crowd and collect money 
for the exhibition. The first day, the blood liquefies 
in forty-seven minutes — the church is crammed, 
then, and time must be allowed the collectors to get 
around: after that it liquefies a little quicker and a 
little quicker, every day, as the houses grow smaller, 
till on the ei^^th day, with only a few dozen present 
to see the mirade, it liquefies in four minutes. 

And here, also, they tised to have a grand proces- 
sion, of priests, citizens, soldiers, sailors, and the 
high dignitaries of the City Government, once a year, 
to shave the head of a made-up Madonna — a, stuffed 
and painted image, like a milliner's dummy — ^whose 
hair miractdously grew and restored itself every 
twelve months. They still kept up this shaving 
procession as late as four or five years ago. It was 
a source of great profit to the church that possessed 
the remarkable effigy, and the ceremony of the public 
barbering of her was always carried out with the 
greatest possible 6clat and display — ^the more the 
better, becatise the more exdtem^it there was about 
it the larger the crowds it drew and the heavier 
the revenues it produced — ^but at last a day came 
^en the Pope and his servants were unpoptdar in 
Naples, and the City Government stopped the 
Madonna's annual show. 
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There we have two specimens of these Neapolitans 
— two of t^e silliest possible frauds, which half the 
population religiously and faithfully believed, and 
the other half either believed also or else said nothing 
about, and thus lent themselves to the support of the 
imposture. I am very well satisfied to think the 
whole population believed in those poor, cheap 
miracles — a people who want two cents every time 
they bow to you, and who abuse a woman, are 
capable of it, I think. 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS — CONTINUED 

These Neapolitans always ask four times as much 
money as they intend to take, but if you give them 
what they first demand, they feel ashamed of them- 
selves for aiming so low, and immediately ask more. 
When money is to be paid and received, there is 
always some vehement jawing and gesticulating 
about it. One cannot buy and pay for two cents' 
worth of dams without trouble and a quarrel. One 
"course," in a two-horse carriage, costs a franc — 
that is law — but the hackman always demands more, 
on some pretend or other, and if he gets it he makes 
a new demand. It is said that a stranger took a 
one-horse carriage for a course — ^tariff, half a franc. 
He gave the man five francs, by way of experiment. 
He demanded more, and received another franc. 
Again he demanded more, and got a franc — de- 
manded more, and it was refused. He grew vehe- 
ment — ^was again refused, and became noisy. The 
stranger said, "Well, give me the seven francs again, 
and I will see what I can do" — and when he got 
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ihem, he handed the haclmriaTi half a franc, and he 
inanediately asked for two cents to buy a drink with. 
It may be though that I am prejudiced. Perhaps 
I am. I wotdd be ashamed of m3r8elf if I were not. 

ASCBNT OP VESUVIUS — CONTINUBD 

Well, as I was saying, we got our mules and 
horses, after an hour and a half of bargaining with 
the ix>pulation of Annunciation, and started sleepily 
up the motmtain, with a vagrant at each mule's tail 
who pretended to be driving the brute along, but was 
really holding on and getting himself dragged up in- 
stead. I made slow headway at first, but I began to 
get dissatisfied at the idea of paying my minicm five 
francs to hold my mule back by the tail and keep 
him from going up the hill, and so I discharged him. 

We had one magnificent picture of Naples from a 
high point on the mountainside. We saw nothing 
but the gas-lamps, of course — ^two-thirds of a circle, 
skirting the great Bay — a necklace of diamonds 
glinting up through the darkness from the remote 
distance — ^less brilliant than the stars overhead, but 
more softly, richly beautiful — ^and over all the great 
dty the lights crossed and recrossed each other in 
many and many a sparkling line and curve. And 
back of the town, far around and abroad over the 
miles of level campagna, were scattered rows, and 
circles, and dusters of lights, all glowing like so many 
gems, and marking where a score of villages were 
deeping. About this time, the fellow who was hang- 
ing on to the tail of the horse in front of me and 
practising all sorts of unnecessary cruelty upon the 
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animal, got kicked some fourteen rods, and this in- 
cident, together with the fairy spectacle of the Ug^ts 
far in the distance, made me serendy happy, and I 
was glad I started to Vesuvius. 

ASCBNT OP MOUNT VBSUTIUS — CONTINUBD 

This subject will be excellent matter for a chap- 
ter, and to-morrow or next day I will write it. 
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ASCBNT OF VESXJVIUS — CONTINUBD 

"QEE Naples and die/' Well, I do not know 
1^ that one would necessarily die after merely 
seeing it, but to attempt to live there might turn out 
a little differently. To see Naples as we saw it in 
the early dawn from far up on the side of Vesuvitis, 
is to see a picture of wonderful beauty. At that 
distance its dingy buildings looked white — and so, 
rank on rank of balconies, windows, and roofs, they 
piled themselves up from the blue ocean till the 
odossal castle of St. Elmo topped t^e grand white 
pyramid and gave the picture sjrmmetry, emphasis, 
and completeness And when its lilies turned to 
roses — when it blushed under the sun's first kiss — 
it was beautiful beyond all description. One might 
wdl say, then, "See Naples and die." The frame 
of the picture was charming, itself. In frx>nt, the 
smooth sea — a vast mosaic of many colors; the 
lofty island swimming in a dreamy haze in the dis- 
tance; at our end of tihe city the stately double peak 
of Vesuvius, and its strong black ribs and seams of 
lava stretching down to the limitless level campagnsi 
—a green carpet that enchants the eye and leads it 
on and on, past clusters of trees, and isolated 
houses, and snowy villages, until it shreds out 
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in a fringe of mist and general vagueness far away. 
It is from the Hermitage, there on the side of Ve- 
suvius, that one should "see Naples and die/' 

But do not go within the walls and look at it in 
detail. That takes away some of the romance of the 
thing. The people are filthy in their habits, and 
this makes filthy streets and breeds disagreeable 
sights and smells. There never was a commtmity 
so prejudiced against the cholera as these Neapolitans 
are. But th^ have good reason to be. The cholera 
generally vanqiusbes a Neapolitan when it seizes 
him, because, you understand, before the doctor 
can dig through the dirt and get at the disease the 
man dies. The upper classes take a sea-bath every 
day, and are pretty decent. 

The streets are generally about wide enough for 
one wagon, and how they do swarm with i)eopleI 
It is Broadway repeated in every street, in every 
court, in every alley! Such masses, such throngs, 
such multitudes of hurrying, bustling, struggling 
himianity ! We never saw the like of it, hardly even 
in New York, I think. There are seldom any side- 
walks, and when there are, they are not often wide 
enough to pass a man on without caroming on himu 
So everybody walks in the street — and where the 
street is wide enough, carriages are forever dashing 
along. Why a thousand people are not run over 
and crippled every day is a mystery that no man 
can solve. 

But if there is. an eighth wonder in the world, it 
must be the dwelling-houses of Naples. I honestly 
believe a good majority of them are a htindred feet 
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high! And the sofid brick walls are seven feet 
throng^ You go tip nine flights of stairs before 
3^ott g^et to the "first" floor. No, not nine, but 
there or thereabouts. There is a little bird-cage of 
an iron railing in front of every window dear away 
up, up, up, amoi^ the eternal douds, where the 
roof is, and there is always somebody looking out of 
every window — ^people of ordinary size looldng out 
from the first floor, people a shade smaller from the 
second, people that look a little smaller yet from 
the third — and from thence upward they grow 
smaller and smaller by a regularly graduated dim- 
inution, tin the folks in the topmost windows seem 
more like birds in an uncommonly tall martin-box 
than anything dse. The perspective of one of these 
narrow cracks of streets, with its rows of tall houses 
stretdung away till they come together in the dis- 
tance Uke railway-tracks; its doHies-lines crossing 
over at all altitudes and waving their bannered 
raggedness over the swarms of people bdow; and 
the white-dressed women perdied in balcony railings 
all the way from the pavement up to the heavens — 
a perspective Uke that is really worth going into 
Neapolitan details to see. 

ASCENT OF VESUVIUS — CONTINUED 

Naples, with its immediate suburbs, contains six 
hundred and twenty-five thousand inhabitants, but 
I am satisfied it covers no more ground than an 
American dty of one htmdred and fifty thousand. 
It reaches up into the air infinitdy higher than three 
American dties, though, and there is where the 
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secret of it Ues. I will observe here, in passing, 
that the contrasts between opulence and poverty, 
and magnificence and misery, are more frequent and 
more striking in Naples than in Paris even. One 
must go to the Bois de Boulogne to see fashionable 
dressing, splendid equipages, and stunning liveries, 
and to the Faubourg St. Antoine to see vice, misery, 
hunger, rags, dirt — but in the thoroughfares of 
Naples these things are all mixed tc^ether. Naked 
bo}rs of nine years and the fancy-dr^sed children of 
luxury; shreds and tatters, and brilliant uniforms; 
jackass carts and state carriages; b^^gars, princes, 
and bishops, jostle each other in every street. At 
six o'clock every evening, all Naples turns out to 
drive on the Riviera di Chiaja (whatever that may 
mean) ; and for two hours one may stand there and 
see the motliest and the worst-mixed procession go 
by that ever eyes beheld. Princes (there are more 
princes than policemen in Naples — ^the dty is in- 
fested with them) — princes who live up seven 
flights of stairs and don't own any principalities, 
will keep a carriage and go hungry; and derks, 
mechanics, milliners, and strumpets will go without 
their dinners and squander the money on a hack-ride 
in the Chiaja; the ragtag and rubbish of the city 
stack themselves up, to the number of twenty or 
thirty, on a rickety little go-cart hauled by a donkey 
not much bigger than a cat, and they drive in the 
Chiaja; dukes and bankers, in stmiptuous carriages 
and with gorgeous drivers and footmen, turn out, 
also, and so the furious procession goes. For two 
hours rank and wealth, and obscurity and poverty, 
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datter along side by side in the wild procession, 
and then go home serene, happy, oovered with 
g^ory! 

I was looking at a magnificent marble staircase in 
the King's palace, the other day, which, it was said, 
cost five million francs, and I suppose it did cost 
half a million, maybe. I felt as if it must be a fine 
thing to live in a country where there was such 
oomfort and such luxury as this. And then I 
stepped out musing, and almost walked over a vaga- 
bond who was eating his dinner on the curbstone — 
a piece of bread and a bunch of grapes. When I 
found that this mustang was derking in a fruit 
establishment (he had the establishment along with 
him in a basket), at two cents a day, and that he 
had no palace at home where he lived, I lost some 
of my enthusiasm concerning the happiness ci living 
in Italy. 

This naturally suggests to me a thought about 
wages here. Lieutenants in the army get about a 
dollar a day, and common sddiers a couple of cents. 
I only know one derk — ^he gets four dollars a month. 
Printers get six dollars and a half a month, but I 
have heard of a foreman i^o gets thirteen. To 
be growing suddenly and vicdently rich, as this man 
is, naturally makes him a bloated aristocrat. The 
airs be puts on are insufferable. 

And, speaking of wages, reminds me of prices of 
merdiandise. In Paris you pay twdve dollars a 
doeen for Jouvin's best kid gloves; gloves of about 
as good quality sdl here at three or four dollars a 
dozen* You pay five and six dollars apiece for fine 
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linen shirts in Paris; here and in Leghorn you pay 
two and a half. In Marseilles you pay forty doUaxs 
for a first-dass dress-coat made by a good tailor, 
but in Leghorn you can get a full-dress suit for the 
same money. Here you get handsome business 
suits at from ten to twenty dollars, and in Leghorn 
you can get an overcoat for fifteen dollars that would 
cost you seventy in New York. Fine kid boots aie 
worth eight dollars in Marseilles and. four dollars 
here. Lyons velvets rank higher in America than 
those of Genoa. Yet the bulk of Lyons velvets you 
buy in the States are made in Genoa and imported 
into Lyons, where they receive the Lyons stamp 
and are then exported to America. You can buy 
enough velvet in Genoa for twenty^-five dollars to 
make a five-hundred-dollar doak in New Yoric — so 
the ladies tell me. Of course, these things bring me 
back, by a natural and easy transition, to the 

ASCENT OP VESUVIUS — CONTINUED 

And thus the wonderful Blue Grotto is suggested 
to me. It is situated on the island of Capri, twenty- 
two miles from Naples. We chartered a littie 
steamer and went out there. Of course, the police 
boarded us and put us through a health examtnatioo, 
and inquired into our politics, before they would let 
us land. The airs these little insect governments 
put on are in the last degree ridiculous. They even 
put a policeman on bocurd of our boat to keep an 
eye on us as long as we were in the Capri dominions. 
They thought we wanted to steal the grotto, I sup- 
pose. It was worth steah'ng. The entrance to the 
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cave is four feet high and four feet wide, and is in 
the face of a lofty perpendicular diflf — ^the sea-wall. 
You enter in small boats — and a tight squeeze it is, 
too. You cannot go in at all when the tide is up. 
Once within, you find yourself in an arched cavern 
about one hundred and sixty feet l<mg, one hundred 
and twenty wide, and about seventy high. How 
deep it is no man knows. It goes down to the 
bott<mi of the ocean. The waters of this {dadd 
subterranean lake are the brightest, loveliest blue 
tiiat can be imagined. Th^ are as transparent as 
I^te- glass, and their coloring would shame the 
richest sky that ever bent over Italy. No tint could 
be more ravishing, no luster more superb. Throw 
a stone into the water, and the myriad of tiny bub- 
bles that are created flash out a brilliant g^axe Uke 
blue theatrical fires. Dip an oar, and its blade turns 
to sidendid frosted silver, tinted with blue. Let a 
man jump in, and instantly he is cased in an armor 
more gorgeous than ever kingly Crusader wore. 

Then we went to Ischia, but I had already been 
to that island and tired myself to death "'resting'* 
a coui^e of days and studying human villainy, with 
the landlord ci the Grande Sentinelle for a model. 
So we went to Prodda, and from thence to Pozzuoli, 
where St. Paul landed after he sailed from Samos. 
I landed at i>recisely the same spot where St. Paul 
landed, and so did Dan and the others. It was a 
remarkable coincidence. St. Paul preached to these 
people seven days before he started to Rome. 

Nero's Baths, the ruins of Baiae, the Temple of 
Serapis; Cumse, where the Cumaean Sibyl inter- 
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preted the orades, the Lake Agnano, with its an- 
cient submerged dty still visible far down in its 
depths — ^these and a hundred other points of interest 
we examined with critical imbecility, but the Grotto 
of the Dog daimed our chief attention, because we 
had heard and read so much about it. Everybody 
has written about the Grotto dd Cane and its poison- 
ous vapors, f nnn Pliny down to Smith, and every 
tourist has hdd a dog over its floor by the l^gs to 
test the capabilities erf the place. The dog dies in 
a minute and a half — a chicken instantly. As a 
general thing, strangers who crawl in there to sleep 
do not get up until they are called. And then th^ 
don't, dther. The stranger that ventures to sleep 
there takes a permanent contract. I longed to see 
this grotto. I resolved to take a dog and hold him 
myself; sufEocate him a little, and time him; suffo- 
cate him some more, and then fiiush him. We 
reached the grotto about three in the afternoon, and 
proceeded at once to make the experiments. But 
now, an important difficulty presented itself. We 
had no dog. 

ASCENT OP VESUVIUS — CONTINUED 

At the Hermitage we were about fifteen or eight- 
een hundred feet above the sea, and thus far a 
portion oi the ascent had been pretty abrupt. For 
the next two miles the road was a mixture — some- 
times the ascent was abrupt and sometimes it was 
not; but one characteristic it possessed all the time, 
without failure — ^without modification — it was all 
uncompromisingly and unspeakably infamous. It 
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was a rough* narrow trail, and led over an old lavar 
flow— a black ocean which was tumbled into a 
th o usan d fantastic shapes — a wild chaos of ndn, 
desertion, and barrenness — a wilderness of billowy 
tqdieavals, of furious whirlpools, of miniature moun- 
tains rent asunder-^of gnarled and knotted, wrinkled 
and twisted masses of blackness that mimicked 
branching roots, great vines, trunks of trees, all 
mterlaced and mingled together; and all these weird 
shapes, all this turbulent panorama, all this stormy, 
f ar-stxetching waste of blackness, with its thrilling 
suggestiveness of life, of action, of boiling, surging, 
furious motion, was petrified! — all stridden dead 
and cold in the instant of its maddest rioting! — 
fettered, paralyzed, and left to grower at heaven in 
impotent rage forevermore! 

Finally we stood in a level, narrow valley (a valley 
that had been created by the terrific march of some 
old-time eruption) and on either hand towered the 
two steep peaks of Vesuvius. The one we had to 
climb — ^the one that contains the active volcano — 
seemed about eig^t hundred or one thousand feet 
h^^ and looked almost too straig^t-up-and-down 
for any man to dimb, and certainly no mule could 
climb it with a man on his back. Pour of these 
native pirates will carry you to the top in a sedan- 
chair, if you wish it, but suppose they were to slip 
and let you fall, — is it likely that you would ever 
stop rcdHng? Not this side of eternity, perhaps. 
We left the mules, sharpened our finger-nails, and 
b^an the ascent I have been writing about so Umg, 
at twenty minutes to six in the morning. The path 
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lad Utraigfat up a rug^Mi sweep of loose chunks of 
pumice-stotie, and for about evay two steps f orwaid 
we took, we slid back one. It was so excessively 
steq) that we had to stop, every fifty or sixty steps, 
and rest a moment. To see our comrades, we had 
to lode very nearly sttai^^t up at those above us, 
and very neariy straight down at those bdow. We 
stood on the summit at last — it had taken an hour 
and fifteen minutes to make the trip. 

What we saw there was simi^y a circular crater — 
a circular ditch, if you please—about two hundred 
feet deep, and four or five htmdred feet wide, wfaoo? 
inner wall was about half a mile in circumf erence« 
In the center of the great drcus-ring thus formed 
was a torn and ragged upheaval a hundred feet high» 
all snowed over with a sulphur crust of many and 
many a brilliant and beautiful color, and the ditch 
inclosed this like the moat of a castle, or sunounckd 
it as a Uttle river does a little island, if the simile is 
gaudy in the extreme — all mingled together in the 
richest confusion were red, blue, brown, Uack, 
yeOow, white — ^I do not know that there was a 
cdor, or shade of a odor, or combination of colors, 
unrepresented— and when the sun burst throu|^ 
the morning mists and fir^ this tinted magnificence, 
it topped imperial Vestrvius like a jewded crownl 

The crater itself — ^the ditcfa — ^was not so varie- 
gated in coloring, but yet, in its softness, richness, 
and unpretentious elegance, it was more charming, 
more fascinating to the eye. There was nothing 
''loud" about its wdl-toed and well-dressed lode 
Beautiful? One could stand and look down upon it 
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for a week without getting tired of it. It bad the 
semblance of a pleasant meadow, whose slender 
grasses and whose velvety mosses were frosted with 
a shining dust, and tinted with palest green that 
deepened gradually to the darkest hue of the orange 
leaf, and deepened yet again into gravest brown, 
then faded into orange, then into brightest gold, and 
culminated in the delicate pink of a new-blown rose. 
Where portions of the meadow had sunk, and where 
other portions had been broken up like an ice-floe, 
the cavernous openings of the one, and the ragged 
upturned edges exposed by the other, were hung 
with a lacework of soft-tinted crystals of sulphur 
that changed their deformities into quaint shapes 
and figures that were fttll of grace and beauty. 

The walls of the ditch were brilliant with yellow 
banks of sulphur and with lava and pumice-stone of 
many colors. No fire was visible anywhere, but 
gusts of sulphurous steam issued silently and in- 
visibly from a thousand little cracks and fissures in 
the crater, and were wafted to our noses with every 
breeze. But so long as we kept our nostrils buried 
in our handkerchiefs, there was small danger of 
suffocation. 

Some of the bojrs thrust long slips of paper down 
into holes and set them on fire, and so achieved the 
g^ory of lighting their cigars by the flames of Ve- 
suvitis, and others cooked eggs over fissures in the 
rocks and were happy. 

The view from the stimmit would have been superb 
but for the fact that the sun could only pierce the 
mists at long intervals. Thus the g^pses we had 
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of the grand panoraina bdow were only fitful and 
tmsatisfactory. 

THB DBSCENT 

The descent of the mountain was a labor of only 
four minutes. Instead of stalking down the rugged 
path we ascended, we chose one which was bedded 
knee-deep in loose ashes, and plowed our way with 
prodigious strides that would almost have shamed 
the performance oi him of the seven-league boots. 

The Vesuvius of to-day is a very poor affair com- 
pared to the mighty volcano of Kilauea, in the 
Sandwich Islands, but I am glad I visited it. It was 
well worth it. 

It is said that during one of the grand eruptions 
of Vesuvius it discharged massy rocks weighing 
many tons a thousand feet into the air, its vast jets 
of smoke and steam ascended thirty miles toward 
the firmament, and clouds of its ashes were wafted 
abroad and fell upon the decks of ships seven hun- 
dred and fifty miles at sea! I will take the ashes at 
a moderate distance, if any one will take the thirty 
miles of smoke, but I do not fed able to take a 
commanding interest in the whole story by myself. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THB BURIBD CITY OP POHPBII 

THEY pronounce it Fom-pay-e. I always had 
an idea that you went down into Pompeii with 
torches, by the way of damp, dark stairways, just 
as you do in silver-mines, and traversed gloomy 
tunnels with lava overhead and something on either 
hand like dilapidated prisons gouged out of the solid 
earth, that faintly resembled houses. But you do 
nothing of the kind. Fully one-half of the btiried 
city, i)erhaps, is completely exhtmied and thrown 
open fredy to the light of day; and there stand the 
long rows of solidly built brick hotises (roofless) 
just as they stood eighteen hundred years ago, hot 
with the flaming sun; and there lie their floors, 
dean-swept, and not a bright fragment tarnished or 
wanting of the labored mosaics that pictured them 
with the beasts and birds and flowers which we 
copy in perishable carpets to-day; and there are the 
Venuses and Bacchuses and Adonises, making love 
and getting drunk in many-hued frescoes on the 
walls of saloon and bedchamber; and there are the 
narrow streets and narrower sidewalks, paved with 
flags of good hard lava, the one deeply rutted with 
the chariot-wheels, and the other with the passing 
feet of the Pompeiians of bygone centuries; and 
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there are the bake shops, the temples, the halls of 
justice, the baths, the theaters — ^all dean-scraped 
and neat, and suggesting nothing of the nattire of a 
silver-mine away down in the bowels of the earth. 
The broken pillars lying about, the doorless door- 
ways, and the crumbled tops of the wildemess of 
walls, were wonderfully suggestive of the "burnt 
district" in one of our cities, and if there had been 
any charred timbers, shattered windows, heaps of 
debris, and general blackness and smokiness about 
the place, the resemblance would have been perfect. 
But no — ^the sim shines as brightly down on old 
Pompeii to-day as it did when Christ was bom in 
Bethlehem, and its streets are cleaner a hundred 
times than ever Pompeiian saw them in her prime. 
I know whereof I speak — for in the great, chief 
thoroughfares (Merchant Street and the Street of 
Fortune) have I not seen with my own eyes how for 
two himdred years at least the pavements were not 
repaired! — ^how ruts five and even ten inches deep 
were worn into the thick flagstones by the chariot- 
wheels of generations of swindled taxpayers? And 
do I not know by these signs that street commis- 
sioners of Pompeii never attended to their business, 
and that if they never mended the pavements they 
never cleaned them? And, besides, is it not the 
inborn nature of street commissioners to avoid their 
duty whenever they get a chance? I wish I knew 
the name of the last one that held office in Pompeii 
so that I could give him a blast. I speak with feel- 
ing on this subject, because I caught my foot in one 
of these ruts, and the sadness that came over me 
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when I saw the first poor skeletcm, with adies and 
lava sticking to it, was tempered by the reflection 
that maybe that party was the street commissioner. 
No — ^Pompeii is no longer a buried city. It is a 
dty of hmuheds and hundreds of roofless houses, 
and a tangled maze of streets where one could easily 
get lost, without a guide, and have to sleep in some 
ghostly palace that had known no Uving tenant since 
that awful November night of eighteen centuries 



We passed through the gate winch faces the 
Mediterranean (called the ''Marine Gate")> ^^ ^Y 
the rusty, broken image of Minerva, still keeping 
tireless watch and ward over the possessions it was 
powerless to save, and went up a long street and 
stood in the broad court of the Forum of Justice. 
The floor was level and dean, and up and down 
either side was a noble colonnade of broken pillars, 
with their beautiful Icmc and Connthian coltunns 
scattered about them. At the upper end were the 
vacant seats ci the judges, and behind them we 
descended into a dungeon where the ashes and 
dnders had found two prisoners chained on that 
memorable Novanber night, and tortured them to 
death. How they must have tugged at the pitiless 
fetters as the fierce fires surged around themi 

Then we lounged through many and many a 
sumptuous private mansion which we could not have 
entered without a formal invitation in incomprehen- 
sible Latin, in the olden time, when the owners lived 
there — and we probably wouldn't have got it. 
These people built their houses a good deal aUke. 
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The floors wece laid in fanciful figures wrought in 
mosaics of many-cdored marUes. At the thresh- 
old your eyes fall upon a Latin sentence of wid- 
come, sometimes, or a picture of a dog, with the 
l^l^d, ''Beware of the Dog,'' and sometimes a pic- 
ture of a bear or a faun with no inscription at alL 
Then you enter a sort of vestibule, where they used 
to keep the hat-rack, I suppose; next a room with a 
large marble basin in the midst and the pipes of a 
fountain; on either side are bedrooms; beyond the 
fountain is a reception-room, then a little garden 
dining-room, and so forth and so on. The floors 
were all mosaic, the walls were stuccoed, or frescoed, 
or ornamented with bas-reliefs, and here and there 
were statues, large and small, and little fish-pools, 
and cascades of sparkling water that sprang from 
secret {daces in the ccdonnade of handsome pillars 
that surrounded the court, and kept the flower-beds 
fresh and the air cool. Those Pompeiians were very 
luxurious in their tastes and habits. The most 
exquisite bronzes we have seen in Europe came 
from the exhumed cities of Herculaneum and Pom- 
peii, and also the finest cameos and the most deli- 
cate engravings on precious stones; their pictures, 
eighteen or nineteen centuries 6ld, are often much 
more pleasing than the celebrated rubbish of the old 
masters of three centuries ago. They were well up 
in art. Prom the creation of these works of the 
first, dear up to the eleventh century, art seems 
hardly to have existed at all — at least no remnants 
of it are left — and it was curious to see how far (in 
some things, at any rate) these old-time pa^^ms ex- 
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odled the remote generations of masters that came 
after them. The pride of the world in sculptures 
seem to be the Laocote and the Dying Gladiator 
in Rome. They are as old as Pompeii, were dug 
from the earth like Pompeii; but their exact i^ or 
who made them can only be conjectured. But 
worn and cracked, without a history, and with the 
Memishing stains of numberless centuries upon 
tfaem, they still mutely mock at all efforts to rival 
their perfections. 

It was a quaint and curious pastime, wandering 
throt^h this old silent dty of the dead — lounging 
through utteriy deserted streets where thousands and 
thousands of human beings once bought and sdd, 
and walked and rode, and made the place resound 
with the noise and confusion of trafiSc and {Measure. 
They were not lazy. They hurried in those days. 
We had evidence of that. There was a temfde on 
one comer, and it was a shorter cut to go between 
the columns of that temple from one street to the 
other than to go around — and behold, that pathway 
had been worn deep into the heavy flagstone Aoot 
of the building by generations of time-saving feet! 
They would not go around when it was quicker to 
go through. We do that way in our dttes. 

Evei y where, you see things that make you wmi- 
der how old these old houses were before the night 
of destruction came — ^things, too, which bring back 
those long-dead inhabitants and place them living 
before your eyes. For instance: The steps (two 
feet thick — ^lava blocks) that lead up out of the 
sdux^ and the same kind of steps that lead up into 
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the dressKirde of the principal theater, aie almoet 
worn through! For ages the boys hurried out of 
that school, and for ages their parents hurried into 
that theater, and the nervous feet that have been 
dust and ashes for^ei^^teen centuries have left their 
record for us to read to-day. I imagined I could 
see crowds €i gentlemen and ladies thronging into 
the theater, with tickets for secured seats in their 
hands, and on the wall, I read the imaginary plac- 
ard, in infamous grammar, "Positively No Frbb 
List, Except Members op the Press!" Hanging 
about the doorway (I fancied) were slouchy Pomr 
pdian street-boys uttering slang and profanity, and 
keeping a wary eye out for checks. I entered the 
theater, and sat down in one of the long rows of 
stone benches in the dress-drde, and looked at the 
place for the orchestra, and the ruined stage, and 
arotmd at the wide sweep ci empty boxes, and 
thought to myself, "This house won't pay." I tried 
to imagine the music in full blast, the leader of the 
orchestra beating time, and the "versatile" So-and* 
so (who had "just retiuned from a most successful 
tour in the provinces to play his last and farewdl 
engag^Qient <^ positively six nights only, in Pompeii, 
previous to his departure for Herculanetun") charg- 
ing around the st£^e and piling the agony moun- 
tains hig^i— but I could not do it with such a "house" 
as that; those empty benches tied my fancy down 
to full reality. I said, these people that ot^ht to 
be here have been dead, and still, and moldering to 
dust for ages and ages, and will never care for the 
trifles and follies erf life any more forever — "Owing 
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to drctunstances, etc., etc.» there wQl not be any 
performance to-night." Cloee down the curtain. 
Put out the lights. 

And so I turned away and went through shop 
after shop and stwe after store, far down the long 
street of the merchants, and called for the wares of 
Rome and the East, but the tradesmen were gone, 
the marts wo^ silent, and nothing was left but the 
broken jars all set in cement of cinders and ashes; 
the wine and the oil that once had filled them were 
gone with their owners. 

In a bake shop was a mill for grinding the grain, 
and the furnaces for baking the bread; and they 
say that here, in the same furnaces, the exhumers 
of Pompeii found nice, well-baked loaves which the 
baker had not found time to remove from the ovens 
the last time he left his shop, because circumstances 
compelled him to leave in such a hurry. 

In one house (the only building in Pompeii which 
no woman is now allowed to enter) were the small 
rooms and short beds of soUd ntiasonry, just as they 
were in the old times, and on the walls were pictures 
which looked almost as fresh as if they were painted 
yesterday, but which no pen could have the hardi- 
hood to describe; and here and there were Latin 
inscriptions — obscene scintillations of wit, scratched 
by hands that possibly were uplifted to Heaven for 
succor in the midst of a driving storm of fire before 
the night was done. 

In one of the principal streets was a ponderous 
stone tank^ and a water-spout that supidied it, and 
where the tired, heated toilers from the Campagna 
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used to rest their ri^t hands when they bent over 
to put their lips to the spout, the thick stone was 
worn down to a broad groove an inch or two deep. 
Think of the countless thousands of hands that had 
pressed that spot in the ages that are ^pne, to so 
reduce a stone that is as hard as iron! 

They had a great puUic bulletin-board in Pompeii 
— a place where announcements for gladiatotial 
combats, elections, and sudi things, were posted — 
not on perishable paper, but carved in enduring 
stone. One lady, who, I take it, was rich and wdl 
brouj^t up, advertised a dwdUng or so to rent, with 
baths and all the modem i mp ro v ements, and several 
hundred shops, stipulating that the dwellings should 
not be put to immoral purposes. You can find out 
who Uved in many a house in Pompeii by the carved 
stone door-{dates affixed to them: and in the same 
way you can tdl who they were that occupy the 
tombs. Ever y where around are things that reveal 
to you something of the customs and history of this 
forgotten people. But what would a vidcano leave 
of an American city, if it once rained its cinders on 
it? Hardly a sign or a sjrmbol to tell its stoiy. 

In one of these long Pbmpeiian halls the skdeton 
of a man was found, with ten pieces of gold in ooe 
hand and a large key in the other. He had seized 
his money and started toward the door, but the fiery 
tempest caught him at the very threshold, and he 
sank down and died. One more minute of precious 
time would have saved him, I saw the skeletons of 
a man, a woman, and two young girls. The woman 
had her hands spread wide apart, as if in mortal 
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terror, and I imagmed I could stall trace upon her 
shapeless face something of the expfession of wild 
despair that distorted it when the heavens rained 
fire in these streets, so many ages ago. The girls 
and the man lay with their faces upon their arms, 
as if they had tried to shield them from the envelop- 
ing cinders. In one apartment eighteen skeletons 
were found, all in sitting postures, and blackened 
places on the walls still mark their shapes and show 
fheir attitudes, like shadows. One of them, a wom- 
an, still wore upon her skeleton throat a necklace, 
with her name engraved upon it — ^Juub di Diombdb. 

But perhaps the most poetical thing Pompeii has 
yielded to modem research, was that grand figure of 
a Roman soldier, clad in complete armor; who, true 
to his duty, true to his proud name of a soldier of 
Rome, and full of the stem courage which had given 
to that name its ^ory, stood to his post by the dty 
gate, erect and tmflinching, till the hdl that raged 
around him burned out the dauntless spirit it could 
not conquer. 

We never read of Pompeii but we think of that 
soldier; we cannot write of Pompeii without the 
natural impulse to grant to him the mention he so 
well deserves. Let us remember that he was a soldier 
— not a policeman — and so, praise him. Being a sol- 
dier, he stayed — ^because the warrior instinct forbade 
him to fly. Had he been a policeman he would have 
stayed, also — ^because he would have been asleep. 

There are not half a dozen flights of stairs in Pom- 
peii, and no other evidences that the houses were 
more than one story high. The peofde did not live 
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in the douds, as do the Venetians, the Genoese 
and Neapolitans of to-day. 

We came out from tmder the solemn mysteries of 
this city of the Venerable Past — ^this city which per- 
ished, with all its old ways and its quaint old fashions 
about it, remote centuries ago, when the Disciples 
were preaching the new religion, which is as old as 
the hills to us now— and went dreaming among the 
trees that grow over acres and acres of its still buried 
streets and squares, till a shrill whistle and the cry 
of '*AU aboard— last train far Naplesr woke me 
up and reminded me that I belonged in the nine- 
teenth century, and was not a dusty mummy, caked 
with ashes and cinders, eighteen hundred years old. 
The transition was startling. The idea of a railroad- 
train actually running to 6Ld dead Pompeii, and 
whistUng irreverently, and calling for passengers in 
the most bustling and businesslike way, was as 
strange a thing as one could imagine, and as unpo- 
etical and disagreeaUe as it was strange. 

Compare the cheerful life and the sunshine of this 
day with the horrors the younger Pliny saw here, 
the gih of November, A.D. 79, when he was so 
bravely striving to remove his mother out <rf reach 
of harm, while she begged him, with all a mother's 
unselfishness, to leave her to perish and save himsdf . 

By this time the murky darkness had so increased that ooe 
might have believed himself abroad in a black and moonless 
night, or in a chamber where all the lights had been extinguished. 
On every hand was heard the complaints of women, the wailing 
of children, and the cries of men. One called his father, another 
his son, and another his wife, and only by their voioes could 
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thejr know each other. Many in their despair begged that death 
would axne and end their distress. 

Some implored the gods to succor them, and some believed 
that this night was the last, the eternal night which should 
engulf the umversel 

Bvensoit^pemedtoxpe — and I consokd myself for the coming 
death with the reflection: Behold! the World is passing awayI 

After browsing^ among the stately ruins <rf Riime, 
of Baiae, of Pompeii, and after glancing down the 
k»ig marble ranks of battered and nameless imperial 
heads that stretch down the corridors of the Vatican, 
one thing strikes me with a force it never had be- 
fore: the unsubstantial, unlasting character of fame. 
Men lived long lives, in the olden time, and struggled 
feverishly through them, toiling like slaves, in ora- 
tory, in generalship, or in literature, and then laid 
them down and died, happy in the possession of an 
enduring history and a deathless name. Well, twenty 
Uttle centuries flutter away, and what is left of these 
things? Acrasyixiscriptiononablockof stone,which 
snuffy antiquaries bother over and tangle up and make 
nothing out (rf but a bare name (which they ^)ell wrong) 
— no history, no tradition, no poetry — nothing that 
can give it even a passing interest. What mi^ be left 
of General Grant's great name forty centuries hence? 
This — in the Encyclopedia for A.D. 5868, possibly. 

Uriah S. (or Z.) GRAX7NT'--popcilar poet of andent times in 
the Aztec provinces of the United States of British America. 
Some authors say flourished about A.D. 742; but the learned 
Ah-ah Poo-f 00 states that he was a contemporary of Scharkspyre, 
the English poet, and flourished about A.D. 1338, some three 
centuries after the Trojan war instead of before it. He wrote 
'^ Rock me to Sleep, Mother." 

These thoughts sadden me. I will to bed. 
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HOME, again! For the first time, in many 
weeks, the ship's entire family met and shoc^ 
hands on the quarter-deck. They had gathered 
from many points of the compass and from many 
lands, but not one was missing; there was no tale 
of sickness or death among the flock to dampen the 
pleasure of the reunion. Once more there was a 
full audience on deck to listen to the sailors' chorus 
as they got the anchor up, and to wave an adieu to 
the land as we sped away from Naples. 

The seats were full at dinner again, the domino 
parties were complete, and the life land bustle on 
the upper deck in the fine moonlight at nig^t was 
Uke old times — old times that had been gone weeks 
only, but yet they were weeks so crowded with inci- 
dent, adventure, and excitement, that they seemed 
almost Hke years. There was no lack of cheerftd- 
ness on board the Quaker City. For once, her title 
was a misnomer. 

At seven in the evening, with the western horizon 
all golden from the sunken sun, and specked with 
distant ships, the fuU moon sailing high overhead, 
the dark blue of the sea under foot, and a strange 
sort of twilight affected by all these different lights 
and colors around us and about us, we sighted superb 
StromboU. With what majesty the monarch held 
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his lonely state above the level sea! Distaiice 
clothed him in a purple gloom, and added a veil of 
fihimmfTJTig mist that so softened his rugged f eatttres 
that we seemed to see him through a web of silver 
gauze. His torch was out; his fires were smoldering; 
a tall colixmn of smoke that rose up and lost itself 
in the growing moonlight was all the sign he gave 
that he was a living Autocrat of the Sea and not the 
specter of a dead one. 

At two in the morning we swept through the 
Straits of Messina, and so bright was the moonlight 
that Italy on the one hand and Sicily on the other 
seemed almost as distinctly visible as though we 
looked at them from the middle of a street we were 
traversing. The dty of Messina, milk-like, and 
starred and spangled all over with gaslights, was a 
fairy ^)ectacle. A great party of us were on deck 
smddng and making a noise, and waiting to see 
famous Scylla and Charybdis. And presently the 
Oracle stepped out with his eternal spy-g^ass and 
squared himself on the deck like another Colossus 
of Rhodes. It was a surprise to see him abroad at 
such an hour. Nobody supposed he cared an3rthing 
about an old fable like that of Scylla and Charybdis. 
One of the boys said: 

''Hello, doctor, what are you doing up here at 
this time of night? — ^What do you want to see this 
place for?" 

''What do I want to see this place for? Young 
man, little do you know me, or you wouldn't ask 
such a qtiestion. I wish to see oJ/ the places that's 
mentioned in the Bible." 
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''Stuff! This place isn't mentioned in the Bible." 

"It ain't mentioned in the Bible! — this place 
ain't — ^well now, what place is this, since you know 
so much about it?" 

'*Why it's Scylla and Charybdis." 

''ScyUa and Char— confound it, I thought it was 
Sodom and Gomorrah!" 

And he closed up his glass and went below. The 
above is the ship story. Its plausibility is marred 
a little by the fact that the Qrade was not a biblical 
student , and did not spend much oi his time instruct* 
ing himself about Scriptural localities. — ^They say the 
Orade complains, in this hot weather, lately, that 
the only beverage in the ship that is passable, is the 
butter. He did not mean butter, of course, but in- 
asmuch as that article remains in a melted state now 
since we are out of ice, it is fair to give him the credit 
of getting one long word in the ri^t place, anyhow, 
for once in his Ufe. He said, in Rome, that the 
Pope was a noble-looking old man, but he never did 
think much of his Iliad. 

We spent one pleasant day skirting along the Isles 
of Greece. They are very mountainous. Their 
prevailing tints are gray and brown, approaching 
to red. Little white villages, surrounded by trees, 
nestle in the valleys or roost upon the Icrfty perpen- 
dicular sea-walls. 

We had one fine sunset — a rich carmine flush 
that suffused the western sky and cast a ruddy glow 
far ova* the sea. Fine sunsets seem to be rare in 
this part of the world — or at least, striking ones. 
They are soft, sensuous, lovely — ^they are exquisite, 
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refined, effeminate, but we have seen no sunsets here 
yet like the gorgeous conflagrations that flame in the 
track of the sinking sun in our hig^ northern lati- 
tudes. 

But what were sunsets to us, with the wild excite- 
ment upon us of approaching the most renowned of 
cities! What cared we for outward visions, when 
Agamemnon, Achilles, and a thousand other heroes 
of the great Past were marching in ghostly procession 
through our fancies? What were sunsets to us, who 
were about to Hve and breathe and walk in actual 
Athens; yea, and go far down into the dead centuries 
and bid in person for the slaves, Diogenes and Pbtto, 
in the pubUc market-place, or gossip with the neigh- 
bors about the siq^ of Troy or the splendid deeds 
of Marathon? We scorned to consider sunsets. 

We arrived, and entered the ancient harbor of the 
Ptrseus at last. We dropped anchor witiiin half a 
mile of the village. Away c^, across the undulat- 
ing Plain of Attica, could be seen a little square- 
topped hill with a something on it, which our glass- 
es sooa discovered to be the ruined edifices of the 
citadel of the Athenians, and most prominent among 
them loomed the venerable Parthenon. So ex- 
quisitely dear and pure is this wonderful atmosphere 
that every cdumn of the noble structure was discern- 
ible through the telescope, and even the smaller ruins 
about it assumed some semblance of shape. This 
at a distance of five or six miles. In the valley, 
near the Acropolis (the square-topped hill before 
spcken of), Athens itself could be vaguely made out 
with an ordinary lorgnette. Everybody was anxious 
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to get aahore and visit these classic localities as 
quickly as possible. No land we had yet seen had 
aioctsed sudi universal interest among the passen- 
gers. 

But bad news came. The commandant cf the 
Piraeus came in his boat, and said we must either 
depart or else get out^de the harbor and remain im- 
prisoned in our ship» under rigid quarantine, for 
deven days! So we todc up the andior and moved 
outside, to lie a dozen hours or so, taking in sup- 
plies, and then sail for Constantinople. It was the 
bitterest disappointment we had yet experienced* 
To lie a whde day in sight of the Acropolis, and yet 
beobligedtogoaway without visiting Athens! Dis- 
appointment was hardly a strong enough word to 
describe the circumstances. 

All hands were on deck, all the afternoon, with 
books and maps and glasses, trying to determine 
which ''narrow rocky ridge" was the Areopagus, 
^^ch sloping hiU the Pnyx, which elevation the 
Museum HiU, and so on. And we got tilings con- 
fused. Discussion became heated, and party spirit 
ran high. Qiurch-members were gazing with emo- 
tion upon a hiU which they said was the one St. 
Paul preached from, and another faction claimed 
that that hiU was Hymettus, and another that it was 
Pentelicon! After all the trouble, we could be cer- 
tain of only one thing — ^the square-topped hill was 
the Acropolis, and the grand ruin that crowned it 
was the Parthenon, whose picture we knew in in- 
fancy in the schod-books. 

We inquired of everybody who came near the 
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ship, whether there were guards in the PirBetts, 
whether they were strict, what the chances were 
of capttxre should any of us slip ashore, and in case 
any of us made the vulture and were caught, what 
would be probably done to us? The answers were 
disoouraging: There was a strong guard or pdice 
force; the Pirseos was a small town, and any stranger 
seen in it would surely attract attention— <:aptuie 
would be certain. The commandant said the pun- 
ishment would be ''heavy''; when asked ''How 
heavy?" he said it would be "very severe" — ^that 
was all we could get out of him. 

At eleven o'clock at nig^t, when most of the 
ship's company were abed, four of us stole softly 
ashore in a small boat, a douded moon favoring the 
enterprise, and started two and two, and far apart, 
over a low hill, intending to go dear around the 
Krasus, out ci the range of its police. Piddng our 
way so stealthily over that rodcy, nettle-grown 
eminence, made me fed a good deal as if I were on 
my way somewhere to steal something. My imme- 
diate comrade and I talked in an undertone about 
quarantine laws and their penalties, but we found 
nothing cheering in the subject. I was posted. 
Only a few days before, I was talking with our cap- 
tain, and he mentioned the case ci a man ^o swam 
ashore from a quarantined ship some^ere, and got 
imprisoned six months for it; and ^en he was in 
Genoa a few yeais ago, a captain of a quarantined 
ship went in his boat to a departing ship, which was 
already out^de of the harbor, and put a letter on 
board to be taken to his family, and the authorities 
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imprisoned him three months for it, and then con- 
ducted him and his ship faidy to sea, and warned 
him neyer to show himself in that port again while 
he lived. This kind of conversation did no good, 
further than to give a sort of dismal interest to our 
quarantine-breaking expedition, and so we dropped 
it. We made the entire circuit of the town without 
seeing anybody but one man, ^o stared at us curi- 
ously, but said nothing, and a dozen persons asleep 
on the ground before their doors, whom we walked 
anKmg and never woke — but we woke up dogs 
enough, in all conscience — ^we always had one or 
two barking at our heels, and several times we had 
as many as ten and twelve at once. They made sudi 
a preposterous din that persons aboard our ship said 
they could tell how we were progressing for a long 
time, and where we were, by the barking of the 
dogs. The clouded moon still favored us. When 
we had made the whde circuit, and were passing 
among the houses on the further side of the town, 
the moon came out splendidly, but we no longer 
feared the lig^t. As we approached a wdl, near a 
house, to get a drink, the owner merely glanced at 
us and went within. He left the quiet, slumbering 
town at our mercy. I record it here proudly, that 
we didn't do anything to it. 

Seeing no road, we took a tall hill to the left of 
the distant AcropoUs for a mark, and steered straight 
for it over all obstructions, and over a little rougher 
piece of country than exists anywhere else outside 
of the state of Nevada, perhaps. Part of the way it 
was covered with small, loose stones — ^we trod on six 
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at a time, and they all ndled Another part of £t 
was dry, loose, ne^y plowed ground. Still another 
part of it was a long stretdi of low grape vines, 
which were tanglesome and trouUesome, and wfaidi 
we took to be branibles. The Attic Plain, barring 
the grape vines, was a barren, desolate, tmpoetical 
waste — I wonder what it was in Greece's Age of 
Glory, five hundred years before Christ? 

In the neighboihood of one o'clock in the mom'' 
ii^, when we were heated with fast walking and 
patched with thirst, Denny exdaimed, ''Why, these 
weeds are grape vines!" and in five minutes we 
had a score ci bunches of large, white, delicious 
grapes, and were readiing down for more ^^len 
a dark shape rose mysteriously up out of the 
shadows beside us and said ''Ho!" And so we 
left. 

In ten minutes more we struck into a beautiful 
road, and unlike some others we had stumbled upon 
at intervals, it led in the right direction. We f ol* 
lowed it. It was hroad and smooth and white — 
handsome and in perfect repair, and shaded on both 
sides for a mile or so with sing^ ranks of trees, and 
also with luxuriant vin^ards. Twice we entered 
and stole grapes, and the second time somebody 
shouted at us from some invisiUe place* Where^ 
upon we left again. We speculated in grapes no 
more on that side of Athens. 

Shortly we came upon an ancient stone aqueduct, 
built upon arches, and from that trine forth we had 
ruins aU about us — ^we were approaching oiir jour- 
ney's end. We could not see the AcropoUs now or 
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the hig^ hill, either, and I wanted to follow the road 
till we were abreast of them, but the others overruled 
me, and we toiled laboriously up the stony hill im- 
mediately in our front — and from its summit saw 
another— climbed it and saw anotterl It was an 
hour of exhausting work. Soon we came upon a 
row of open graves, cut in the solid rock — (for a 
vAale one of them served Socrates for a prison) — 
we passed around the Moulder of the hill, and the 
citadel, in all its ruined magnificence, burst upon 
usi We hurried across the ravine and up a winding 
road, and stood on the old Acropolis, with the pro- 
digious walls of the dtadd towering above our 
heads. We did not stop to inspect tiieir massive 
Uocks of marble, or measure thebr height, or guess 
at their extraordinary thickness, but passed at once 
through a great arched passage like a railway-tunn^ 
and went straight to the gate that leads to the 
ancient temples. It was lodcedl So, after all, it 
seemed that we were not to see the great Parthenon 
face to face. We sat down and held a council of 
war. Result: The gate was only a flimsy structure 
of wood — ^we would break it down. It seemed like 
desecration, but then we had traveled far, and our 
necessities were urgent. We could not hunt up 
guides and keepers — ^we must be on the ship before 
daylight. So we argued. This was all very fine, 
but when we came to break the gate, we could not 
do it. We moved arotmd an angle of the wall and 
found a low bastion — eig^t feet high without — ^ten 
or twelve within. Denny prepared to scale it, and 
we got ready to follow. By dint of hard scrambling 
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be finally straddled the top, but some loose stones 
crumbled away and fell with a crash into the court 
within. There was instantly a banging of doors and 
a shout. Demiy dropped from the wall in a twink- 
ling, and we retreated in disorder to the gate. 
Xerxes took that mighty citadel four hundred and 
eighty years before Christ, when his five millions of 
soldiers and camp-followers followed him to Greece, 
and if we four Americans could have remained un- 
molested five minutes longer, we would have taken 
it too. 

The garrnson had turned out — four Greeks. We 
damored at the gate, and they admitted us. [Brib- 
ery and corruption.] 

We crossed a large court, entered a great door, 
and stood upon a pavement of purest white marble, 
deeply worn by footprints. Before us, in the flood- 
ing moonlight, rose the noblest ruins we had ever 
looked upon — ^the Propylaea; a small temfde of 
Minerva; the Temple (k Hercules, and the grand 
Parthenon. [We got these names f xt»n the Greek 
guide, who <Hdn't seem to know more than seven 
men ou^t to know.] These edifices were all built 
of the whitest Pentdic marble, but have a pinkish 
stain upon them now. Where any part is broken, 
however, the fractiue looks like fine loaf-sugar. Six 
caryatides, or marble women, dad in flowing robes, 
support the portico of the Temple of Hercules, but 
the ix>rticoes and colonnades of the other structures 
are formed of massive Doric and Ionic pillars, whose 
flutings and capitals are still measurably perfect, 
notwithstanding the centuries that have gone over 
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them and the si^es they have suffered. The Par- 
thenon, originally, was two htindred and twenty-six 
feet long, one htindred wide, and seventy high, and 
had two rows of great columns, eight in each, at 
either end, and single rows of seventeen each down 
the sides, and was one of the most graceful and 
beautiful edifices ever erected. 

Most of the Parthenon's imposing columns are 
still standing, but the roof is gone. It was a perfect 
building two hundred and fifty years ago, when a 
shell dropped into the Venetian magazine stored 
here, and the explosion which followed wredced and 
unroofed it. I remember but little about the Par- 
thenon, and I have put in one or two facts and 
figures for the use of other people with short mem- 
orieSi Got them from the guide-book. 

As we wandered thoughtfully down the marble- 
paved length of this statdy temple, the scene about 
us was strangely impressive. Here and there, in 
lavish profusion, were gleaming white statues of men 
and women, propped against blocks of marble, some 
of them armless, some without legs, others headless 
— ^but aU looking mournful in the moonlight, and 
startlingly human! They rose up and confronted 
the midnight intruder on every side — ^they stared at 
him with stcmy eyes from unlooked-for nooks and 
recesses; they peered at him over fragmentary heaps 
far down the desolate corridors; they barred his 
way in the midst of the broad forum, and solemnly 
pointed with handless arms the way from the sacred 
fane; and through the roofless temple the moon 
looked down, and banded the floor and darkened the 
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scattered fragments and broken statues with the 
slanting shadows of the columns. 

What a world of ruined sculpture was about us! 
Set up in rows — stacked up in piles — scattered 
broadcast over the wide area of the Acropolis — 
were hundreds of crippled statues of all sizes and of 
the noost exquisite workmanship; and vast fragments 
of marble that once belonged to the entablattires, 
covered with bas-reHefs representing battles and 
si^ies, ships of war with three and four tiers of 
oars, pageants and jnocessions — everything one 
could think of. History says that the temples of 
the Acropolis were filled with the noblest works ot 
Praxiteles and Phidias, and of many a great master 
in sculpture besides — ^and surdy these elegant frag- 
ments attest it. 

We walked out into the grass-grown, fragment- 
strewn court beyond the Parthenon. It startled us, 
every now and then, to see a stony white face stare 
suddenly up at us out of the grass with its dead 
eyes. The place seemed alive with ghosts. I half 
expected to see the Athenian heroes of twenty 
centuries ago glide out of the shadows and steal 
into the old temple they knew so well and regarded 
with such botmdless pride. 

The full moon was riding high in the cloudless 
heavens now. We sauntered carelessly and unthink- 
ingly to the edge of the lofty battlements of the 
citadel, and looked down — a vision! And such a 
vision! Athens by moonlight! The prophet that 
thought the splendors of the New Jerusalem were 
revealed to him, surely saw this instead! It lay in 

5S 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

the levd plain right under our feet — all spread 
abroad like a picture — and we looked down upon it 
as we might have looked trom a balloon. We saw 
no semblance of a street, but every house, every 
window, every clinging vine, every projection, was 
as distinct and sharply marked as if the time were 
noonday; and yet there was no g^are, no gutter, 
nothing harsh or repulsive — ^the noiseless dty was 
flooded with the mellowest Ught that ever streamed 
from the moon, and seemed like sc»ne living creature 
wrapped in peaceful slumber. On its further side 
was a little temple, whose delicate pUlars and ornate 
front glowed with a rich luster that chained the eye 
like a spell; and nearer by, the palace of the king 
reared its creamy walls out of the midst of a great 
garden of shrubbery that was flecked all over with a 
random shower of amber lights — a spray of golden 
sparks that lost their brightness in the glory of the 
moon, and glinted softly upon the sea of dark fdi- 
age like the pallid stars of the milky way. Over- 
head the stately columns, majestic still in their ruin 
— tmderfoot the dreaming dty — in the distance 
the silver sea— not on the broad earth is there 
another picture half so beautiful! 

As we turned and moved again through the 
temple, I wished that the illustrious men who had 
sat in it in the remote ages coidd visit it again and 
reveal themselves to our curious eyes — ^Plato, Aris- 
totle, Demosthenes, Socrates, Phodon, Pythagoras, 
Euclid, Pindar, Xenophon, Herodotus, Praxiteles 
and Phidias, Zeuxis the painter. What a constella- 
tion of cdebrated names! But more than all, I 
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ivished that old Diogenes, groping so patiently with 
his lantern, searching so zealously for one solitary 
honest man in all the world, might meander along 
and stumble on our party. I ought not to say it, 
maybe, but still I suppose he would have put out 
his light. 

We left the Parthenon to keep its watch over old 
Athens, as it had k^ it for twenty-three hundred 
years, and went and stood outside the walls of the 
citadel. In the distance was the ancient, but still 
afanost perfect, Tempte of Theseus, and dose by, 
looking to the West, was the Bema, from whence 
Demosthenes thundered his phiHppics and fired the 
wavering patriotism of his countrymen. To the 
right was Mars Hill, where the Areopagus sat in 
ancient times, and where St. Paul defined his posi- 
tion, and below was the market-place where he ''dis- 
puted daily" with the gossip-loving Athenians. We 
dimbed the stone steps St. Paul ascended, and 
stood in the square-cut place he stood in, and tried 
to recollect the Bible account of the matter — but 
for certain reasons, I could not recall the words. I 
have found them since: 

Nofw whik Paul waited for them at Athens, his spirit was 
stirred in him, when he saw the dty wholly given up to idolatry. 

Therefore disputed he in the synagogfue with the JevFs, and 
with the devout persons, and in the market daily with them that 
met with him. 

And they took him and brought him unto Areopagus, saying, 
May we know what this new doctrine whereof thou speskeet is? 

Then Paul stood in the midst of Mars hill, and said, Ye men 
of Athens, I perceive that in all things ye are too superstitious; 
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For as I passed by and behdd your devotbnSy I f ouiid aa 
altar with this inscription: To the Unknown God. Whom, 
therefore, ye ignorantly worship, him declare I unto you. — 
Acts, ch. xvii. 

It occtirred to us, after a while, that if we wanted 
to get home before daylight betrayed us, we had 
better be moving. So we hurried away. When 
far on our road, we had a parting view of the Par- 
thenon, with the moonlight streaming throu£^ its 
open colonnades and touching its capitals with 
silver. As it looked then, sdemn, grand, and beau- 
tiful, it will always remain in our memories. 

As we marched along, we began to get over our 
fears, and ceased to care much about quarantine 
scouts or anybody else. We grew bcdd and reck- 
less; and once, in a sudden burst of courage, I even 
threw a stone at a dog. It was a pleasant reflection, 
though, that I did not hit him, because his master 
might just possibly have been a policeman. Inspired 
by this happy failure, my valor became utterly un- 
controllable, and at intervals I abscdutely wh^tled, 
though on a moderate key. But boldness breeds 
boldness, and shortly I plunged into a vineyard, in 
the full light of the moon, and captured a gallon of 
superb grapes, not even minding the presence of a 
peasant who rode by on a mule. Denny and Birdi 
followed my example. Now I had grapes enough 
for a dozen, but tiben Jackson was aU swollen up 
with courage, too, and he was obliged to enter a 
vineyard presently. The first bunch he seized 
brought trouble. A frowsy, bearded brigand sprang 
into the road with a shout, and flourished a musket 
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in the lis^t of the moon! We sidled toward the 
Piraeus — ^not running, you understand, but only 
advancing with celerity. The brigand shouted again, 
but still we advanced. It was getting late, and we 
had no time to fool away on every ass that wanted 
to drivel Greek platitudes to tis. We would just as 
soon have talked with him as not if we had not been 
in a hurry. Presently Denny said, ''Those fellows 
are following us!" 

We turned, and, sure enough, there they were — 
three fan[tastic pirates armed with guns. We slack- 
ened our pace to let them come up, and in the 
mean time I got out my cargo d grapes and dropped 
them firmly but reluctantly into the diadows by the 
wayside. But I was not afraid I only felt that it 
was not rig^t to steal grapes. And all the more so 
when the owner was around — and not only around, 
but with his friends around also. The villains came 
up and seardied a bundle Dr. Birch had in his hand, 
and scowled upon him when they found it had 
nothing in it but some holy rocks from Mars HiH, 
and these were not contraband. They evidently 
suspected him of playing some wretched fraud upon 
them, and seemed half inclined to scalp the party. 
But finally they dismissed us with a warning, 
couched in excellent Greek, I suppose, and dropped 
tranquilly in our wake. When they had gone three 
hundred yards they stopped, and we went on rejoiced. 
But behold, another armed rascal came out ci 
the shadows and took their place, and followed us 
two htmdred yards. Then he delivered us over to 
anotl^r miscreant, who emerged from some mys- 
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terious place» and he in turn to another! For a 
mile and a half our rear was guarded all the while 
by armed men. I never traveled in so much state 
before in all my life. 

It was a good while after that before we ventured 
to steal any more grapes, and when we did we stirred 
up another troublesome brigand, and then we ceased 
all further speculation in that Une. I suppose that 
fellow that rode by on the mule posted all the 
sentinels, from Athens to the Purasus, about us. 

Every field on that long route was watched by an 
armed sentinel, some of whom had fallen asleep, no 
doubt, but were on hand, nevertheless. This shows 
what sort of a country modem Attica is — a com- 
mxmity <^ questionable characters. These men were 
not there to guard their possessions ^^ainst strangers, 
but against each other; for strangers sddom visit 
Athens and the Piraeus, and when they do, they go 
in daylight, and can buy all the grc4)es they want 
for a trifle. The modem inhabitants are confiscators 
and falsifiers ci high repute, if gossip speaks truly 
concerning them, and I freely believe it does. 

Just as the earliest tinges of the dawn flushed the 
eastem sky and turned the pillared Parthenon to a 
broken harp hung in the pearly horizon, we dosed 
our thirteenth mile of weary, roundabout marching, 
and emerged upon the seashore abreast the ships, 
with our usual escort of fifteen hundred Pirsean dogs 
howling at our heels. We hailed a boat that was 
two or three hundred 3rards tram shore, and discov- 
ered in a moment that it was a police-boat on the 
lookout for any quarantine-breakers that might 
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chance to be abroad So we dodged — ^we were 
tised to that by this time — and when the scouts 
reached the spot we had so lately occupied, we were 
absent. They cruised along the shore, but in the 
wrong direction, and shortly our own boat issued 
from the gloom and took us aboard. They had 
heard our signal on the ship. We rowed noiselessly 
away, and before the pdice-boat came in sight 
again, we were safe at home once more. 

Pour more of our passengers were anxious to visit 
Athens, and started half an hour after we returned; 
but they had not been ashore five minutes till the 
pcdice discovered and chased them so hotly that they 
barely escaped to their boat again, and that was all. 
They pursued the enterprise no further. 

Weset sail for Constantinofde to-day, but some of us 
Uttle care for that. We have seen all there was to see 
in the old dty that had its birth sixteen hundred years 
before Christ was bom, and was an old town before the 
foundations of Troy were laid — and saw it in its most 
attractive aspect. Wherefore, why should we worry? 

Two other passengers ran the blockade success- 
fully last night. So we learned this morning. They 
slipped away so quietiy that they were not missed 
from the ship for several hours. They had the 
hardihood to march into the Pnaeus in the early 
dusk and hire a carriage. Th^ ran some danger of 
adding two or three months' imprisonment to the 
other novelties of their Holy Land Pleasure Excur- 
sion. I admire "cheek." ^ But they went and came 
safely, and never walked a step. 

> Quotation irom the Pilgrims. 
6i 
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FROM Athens all through the islands of the 
Grecian Archipelago, we saw little but forWd- 
ding sea-walls and barren hills, sometimes sur- 
motmted by three or four graceful columns of some 
ancient temple, lonely and deserted — a fitting sym- 
bol of the desolation that has come upon all Greece 
in these latter ages. We saw no flowed fidds, very 
few villages, no trees or grass or vegetation of any 
kind, scarcely, and hardly ever an isolated house. 
Greece is a bleak, unsmiling desert, without agricul- 
ture, manufactures, or commerce, apparently. What 
supports its poverty-stridcen people or its govern- 
ment, is a mystery. 

I suppose tibat ancient Greece and modem Greece 
compared, furnish the most extravagant contrast to 
be found in history. George I., an infant of eigh- 
teen, and a scraggy nest ci foreign office-^holders, 
sit in the places of Themistodes, Pericles, and the 
illustrious scholars and generals of the Golden Age 
of Greece. The fleets that were the wonder of the 
world when the Parthenon w£is new, are a beg^^arly 
handful of fishing^emacks now, and the manly peo- 
ple that performed sudi mirades of valor at Mara* 
thon are only a tribe of unconsidered slaves to-day. 
The classic Ilissus has gone dry, and so have all 

6a 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

the sources ci Grecian wealth and greatness. The 
nation numbers only eight hundred thousand souls, 
imd there is poverty and misery and mendacity 
enouglh among them to furnish forty millions and be 
liberal about it. Uiftler King Otho the revenues of 
the state were five millions of ddlars — raised from 
a tax of one-tefUk of all the agricultural products of 
the land (which tenth the farmer had to bring to the 
royal granaries on pack-mules any distance not 
exceeding six leagues) and from extravagant taxes 
on trade and commerce* Out of that five millions 
the small tyrant tried to keep an army of ten thou- 
sand men, pay all the hundreds of useless Grand 
Equerries in Waiting, First Grooms of the Bed- 
chamber, Lord High Chancdlors of the Exploded 
Bxcliequer, and all the other absurdities which these 
puppy-kingdoms indulge in, in imitation of the great 
monarchies; and in addition he set about buikHng a 
i^te XDBxhlt palace to cost about five millicms itself. 
The result was, simply: Ten into five goes no times 
and none over. AU these things could not be done 
with five millions^ and Otho fell into trouble. 

The Greek throne, with its unpromising adjtmcts 
of a ragged population of ingenious rascals who 
were out of employment eight months in the year 
because there was little for them to borrow and less 
to confiscate, and a waste of barren hills and weed- 
grown deserts, went basing for a good while. It 
was offered to one of Victoria's sons, and afterward 
to various other younger sons of royalty who had no 
thrones and were out of business, but they all had 
the charity to decline the dreary honor, and venera- 
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tion enough for Greece's ancient greatness to refuse 
to mock her sorrowful rags and dirt with a tinsel 
thnme in this day of her humiliation — ^till they 
came to this young Danish George, and he todc it. 
He has finished the splendid palace I saw in the radi- 
ant moonlight the other night, and is doing many 
other things for the salvation of Greece, they say. 
We sailed through the barren Archipelago, and 
into the narrow channd they sometimes call the 
Dardanelles and sometimes the Hellespont. This 
part of the cotmtry is ridi in historic reminiscences, 
and poor as Sahara in everything dse. For in- 
stance, as we approached the Dardandles, we 
coasted along the Plains ci Troy and past the mouth 
of the Scamander; we saw where Troy had stood 
(in the distance), and ^ere it does not stand now 
— a city that perished when the worid was young. 
The poor Trojans are all dead now. They were 
bom too late to see Noah's ark, and died too soon 
to see our menageriet We saw where Agamemnon's 
fleets rendezvoused, and away inland a mountain 
which the map said was Mount Ida. Within the 
Hellespont we saw where the original first shoddy 
contract mentioned in history was carried out, and 
the /'parties of the second part" gently rebuked 
by Xerxes. I speak of the famous brid^ of boats 
which Xerxes ordered to be built over the narrowest 
part of the Hellespont (^diere it is only two or three 
miles wide). A moderate gale destiDyed the flimsy 
structure, and the King, thinking that to pubUdy 
rebuke the contractors might have a good effect on 
the next set, called them out before the army and 
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had them beheaded In the nert ten tnimites he let 
a new contract for the bridge. It has been observed 
by ancient writers that the second bridge was a very 
good bridge. Xerxes crossed his host of five millions 
of men on it, and if it had not been purposely 
destroyed, it would probably have been there yet. 
If our government would rebuke some ci our shoddy 
contractors occasionally, it might work much good 
In the Hellespont we saw where T^ivnder and Lord 
Byron swam across, the one to see her upon whom 
his soul's affections were fixed with a devotion that 
only death could impair, and the other merely for 
a flyer, as Jack says. We had two noted tombs 
near us, too. On one shore sl^t Ajax, and on the 
other Hecuba. 

We had water batteries and forts on both sides of 
tiie Helle^xmt, flying the crimson flag of Turkey, 
with its white crescent, and occasionally a village, 
and sometimes a train of camels; we had aU these 
to lode at till we entered the broad sea of Marmora, 
and then the land soon fading tram view, we resumed 
euchre and whist once more. 

We dropped anchor in the mouth of the Golden 
Ifom at daylight in the morning. Only three or 
four of us were up to see the great Ottoman capital. 
The passengers do not turn out at unseasonable 
hours, as they used to, to get the earliest possible 
S^impse of strange foreign cities. They are wdl 
over that. If we were lyii^ in sight of the PyrsL- 
mids of Egypt, they would not come on deck until 
after breakfast, nowadajrs. 

The Golden Horn is a narrow arm of the sea, 
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which branches from the Bosporus (a sort of broad 
river which connects the Marmora and Black Seas), 
and, curving around, divides the dty in the middle. 
Galata and Pera are on one side of the Bosporus, 
and the Golden Horn; Stamboul (ancient Byzan- 
tium) is upon the other. On the other bank of the 
Bosporus is Scutari and other suburbs of Constanti- 
nople. This great city contains a million inhabitants, 
but so narrow are its streets, and so crowded to- 
gether are its houses, that it does not cover much 
more than half as much ground as New York City. 
Seen from the anchorage or from a mile or so up 
the Bosporus, it is by far the handsomest dty we 
have seen. Its dense array of houses swells upward 
from the water's edge, and spreads over the domes 
ci many hills; and the gardens that peep out here 
and there, the great globes of the mosques, and the 
countless minarets that meet the eye everywhere, 
invest the metropolis with the quaint Oriental aspect 
one dreams of when he reads books of Eastern 
travel. Constantinople makes a noble picture. 

But its attractiveness begins and ends with its 
picturesqueness. Prom the time one starts ashore 
till he gets back again, he execrates it. The boat 
he goes in is admirably miscalculated for the service 
it is built for. It is handsomely and neatly fitted 
up, but no man could handle it well in the turbulent 
currents that sweep down the Bosporus from the 
Black Sea, and few men could row it satisfactorily 
even in still water. It is a long, light canoe (caique), 
large at one end and tapering to a knif e^blade at the 
other. They make that long sharp end the bow, 
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and you can iinagine how these boiliiig currents qpin 
it about. It has two oar8» and sometimes four, and 
no rudder. You start to go to a given point and 
you run in fifty different directions before you get 
there. First one oar is backing water, and then the 
other; it is seldom that both are going ahead at 
QDce. This kind of boating is calculated to drive an 
impatient man mad in a week. The boatmen are 
the awkwardest, the stupidest, and the most unsden^ 
tific on earth, without question. 

Ashore, it was — ^wdl, it was an eternal circus. 
People were thicker than bees, in those narrow 
streets, and the men were dressed in all the outra- 
geous, outlandish, idolatrous, extravagant, thunder^ 
and-lightning costumes that ever a tailor with the 
delirium tremens and seven devils could conceive of. 
There was no freak in dress too crazy to be indulged 
in; no absurdity too absurd to be t<4erated; no 
frenzy in ragged diatxdism too fantastic to be 
attempted. No two men were dressed alike. It 
was a wild masquerade of all imaginable costumes — 
every strugg^g throng in every street was a dis- 
serving view of stunning contrasts. Some patriarchs 
wore awful turbans, but the grand mass of the infidel 
horde wore the fiery red skull-cap they call a fez. 
All the remainder of the raiment they indulged in 
was utterly indescribable. 

The shops here are mere coops, mere boxes, bath- 
rooms, closets — anything you please to call them — 
on the first floor. The Turks sit cross-legged in 
them, and work and trade and smoke long pipes, 
and smell like — ^Hke Turks. That covers the groimd. 

67 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

Crowding the narrow streets in front of them are 
b^Cgars, who b^ forever, yet never cdlect anything; 
and wonderful cripples, distorted out of all aemUanoe 
of humanity, almost; vagabonds driving laden asses; 
porters canying dry-goods boxes as large as cot- 
tages on their backs; peddlers of gntpes, hot com, 
pumpkin seeds, and a hundred other things, yelling 
like fiends; and sleeping happily, comfortably, 
serenely, among the hurrying feet, are the famed 
dogs (k Constantinople; drifting noiselessly about 
are squads of Turkish women, draped from chin to 
feet in fbwing robes, and with snowy veils bound 
about their b^uls, that disclose only the eyes and a 
vague, shadowy notion of their features. Seen 
moving about, far away in the dim, arched aisles of 
the Great Bazar, they look as the shrouded dead 
must have looked when they walked forth from their 
graves amid the storms and thunders and earth- 
quakes that burst upon Calvary that awful night 
of the Crucifixion. A street in Constantinople is a 
picture which one ou^^t to see once — not of tener. 

And then there was the goose-rancher — a f dlow 
who drove a hundred geese before him about the 
dty, and tried to sell them. He had a pole ten feet 
long, with a crook in the end of it, and occasionally 
a goose would branch out from the flock and make 
a lively break around the comer, with wings half 
lifted and neck stretched to its utmost. Did the 
goose-merchant get excited? Na He took his pole 
and reached after that goose with unspeakable sang 
froid — ^took a hitch round his neck, and "yanked" 
him back to his place in the flock without an 
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effort He steeied his geese with that stick as 
easQy as another man would steer a 3rawL A few 
hoars afterward we saw him sitting on a stone at 
a comer, in the midst of the turmoil^ sound asleep 
in the sun, with his geese squatting around him, or 
dodging out of the way of asses and men. We 
came by again, within the hour, and he was taking 
account of stock, to see whether any of his flock 
had strayed or been stolen. The way he did it was 
unique. He put the end of his stick within six or 
eight inches of a stcme wall, and made the geese 
march in single file between it and the wall. He 
counted them as they went by. There was no 
dodging that arrangement. 

K you want dwarfs — ^I mean just a few dwarfs 
for a curiosity — go to Genoa. K you wish to buy 
them by the gross, for retail, go to Milan. There 
ate fdenty of dwarfs all over Italy, but it did seem 
to me that in Milan the crop was luxuriant. If you 
would see a fair average style of assorted cripples, 
go to Naples, or travel throu^ the Roman states. 
But if you would see the very heart and home of 
cripples and human monsters, both, go straight to 
Constantinople. A beggar in Najdes who can show 
a foot which has all run into one horrible toe, with 
one shapeless nail on it, has a fortune — ^but such an 
exhibition as that would not prpvoke any notice 
in Constantinople. The man would starve. Who 
would pay any attention to attractions fike his among 
the rare monsters that throng the bridges of the 
Golden Horn and display their deformities in the 
gutters of Stamboul ? Oh, wretched impostor I How 
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oould he stand against the three-legged womafi. 
and the man with his eye in his cheek? How would 
he hhish in presence of the man with fii^^ers on his 
elbow? Where wotild he hide himsdf when the 
dwarf with seven fingers on each hand, no upper 
Up, and his under-jaw gone, came down in his 
majesty? Bismillah! The cripples of Europe ai^ 
a delusion and a fraud. The truly gifted flotuish 
only in the bjrways of Pera and Stamboul. 

That three-l^;ged woman lay on the bridge* with 
her stodc in trade so disposed as to command the 
most striking effect — one natural leg, and two long, 
dender, twisted ones with feet on them like some^ 
body else's forearm. Then there was a man further 
along who had no eyes, and whose i^ice was the 
color of a fly-blown beefsteak, and wrinkled and 
twisted like a lava-flow — and verily so tumbled and 
distorted were his features that no man could tell the 
wart that served him for a nose from his cheek- 
bones. In Stamboul was a man with a prodigious 
head, an unocmunonly long body, l^;s eight inches 
long, and feet Hke snow-shoes. He traveled on 
those feet and his hands, and was as sway-backed as 
if the Colossus ci Rhodes had been riding him. 
Ah, a beggar has to have exceedingly good points 
to make a living in Constantinople. A blue-faced 
man, who had nothing to offer except that he had 
been blown up in a mine, would be r^;arded as a 
rank impostor, and a mere damaged soldier on 
crutches would never make a cent. It would pay 
him to get a iriece of his head taken off, and culti- 
vate a wen like a carpet-sack. 
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The Mosque <rf St. Sophia is the diief lion of 
Constantinople. You mtist get a firman and hurry 
there the first thing. We did that. We did not get 
a firman, but we took along fotu* or five francs 
apiece, which is much the same thing. 

I do not think much of the Mosque of St. Sophia. 
I suppose I lack appreciation. We will let it go at 
that. It is the rustiest old bam in heathendom. I 
believe all the interest that attaches to it comes from 
the fact that it was built for a Christian church and 
then turned into a mosque, without much alteration, 
by the Mohammedan conquerors of the land. They 
made me take off my boots and walk into the place 
in my stoddng feet. I caught cold, and got myself 
80 studc up with a complication of gums, dime, and 
gcoeral corruption, that I wore out more than two 
thousand pair of boot- jacks getting my boots off 
that m^tj and even then some Christian hide peeled 
off with them. I abate not a single boot-jack. 

St. Sophia is a colossal church, thirteen or fotu*- 
teen hundred years old, and unsightly enough to 
be very, very much older. Its immense dome is 
said to be more wonderful than St. Peter's, but its 
dirt is much more wonderful than its dome, though 
they never mention it. The church has a hundred 
and seventy pillars in it, each a single piece, and all 
of costly marbles of various kinds, but they came 
from ancient temples at Baalbec, Hdiopolis, Athens, 
and Ephesus, and are battered, ugly, and repulsive. 
They were a thousand years old when this church 
was new, and then the contrast must have been 
ghastly — if Justinian's architects did not trim them 
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any. The inside of the dome is figured all over with 
a monstrous inscription in Turkish characterSt 
wrought in gold mosaic, that looks as glaring as a 
circus bill; the pavements and the marble balus- 
trades are all battered and dirty; the perspective is 
marred everywhere by a web of ropes that depend 
from the dkzy height of the d<Hne, and suspend 
countless dingy» coarse oil-lamps, and ostrich ^^s, 
six or seven feet above the floor. Squatting and 
sitting in groups, here and there and far and near, 
were ragged Turks reading books, hearing sermons^ 
or receiving lessons like children, and in fifty places 
were more of the same sort bowiog and straightening 
up, bowing again and getting down to loss the earth* 
muttering prayers the while, and keeping up their 
gymnastics till they ought to have been tired, if they 
were not. 

Everywhere was dirt and dust and dingineas and 
gloom; everywhere were signs of a hoary antiquity, 
but with nothing touching or beautiful about it; 
everjrwhere were those groups of fantastic pagans; 
overhead the gaudy mosaics and the web <^ lamp- 
ropes — ^nowhere was there anything to win one's 
love or challenge his admiration. 

The people who go into ecstasies over St. Sophia 
must surely get them out of the guide-book (where 
every chtirch is spoken of as being "considered by 
good judges to be the most marvelous structure, in 
many respects, that the world has ever seen"). 
Or else they are those old connoisseurs from the 
wilds of New Jersey who laboriously learn the 
difference between a fresco and a fire-plug, and 
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from that day forward fed privileged to void their 
critical bathos on painting, sculpttire, and archi- 
tecture forevennore. 

We visited the Dancing Dervishes. There were 
twenty-one of them. They wore a long, light- 
colored loose robe that hung to their heels. Each 
in his ttim went up to the priest (they were all 
within a large circular railing) and bowed profoundly 
and then went spinning away deliriously and took 
his ai>pointed place in the circle, and continued to 
spin. When all had spun themselves to their places, 
they were about five or six feet apart — and so situ- 
ated, the entire circle of spinning pagans spun 
itself three separate times around the room. It took 
twenty-five minutes to do it. They spun on the 
left foot, and kept themselves going by passing the 
right rapidly before it and digging it against the 
waxed floor. Some of them made incredible * ' time. " 
Most of them sptm around forty times in a minute, 
and one artist averaged about sixty-one times a 
minute, and kept it up during the whole twenty-five. 
His robe filled with air and stood out all around 
him like a balloon. 

They made no noise of any kind, and most of 
them tilted their heads back and closed their eyes, 
entranced with a sort of devotional ecstasy. There 
was a rude kind of music, part of the time, but the 
musicians were not visible. None but spinners were 
allowed within the circle. A man had to either spin 
or stay outside. It was about as barbarous an 
exhibition as we have witnessed yet. Then sick per- 
sons came and lay down, and beside them women 
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laid their sick children (one a babe at the breast), 
and the patriarch of the Dervishes walked upon 
their bodies. He was supposed to cure their dis- 
eases by trampling upon theii: breads or backs or 
standing on the back of their necks. This is wdil 
enough for a people who think all their afEairs 
are made or marred by viewless spirits of the air — 
by giants, gnomes, and genii — and who still be- 
lieve, to this day, all the wild tales in the Arabian 
Nights. Even so an intelligent missionary tells 
me. 

We visited the Thousand and One Columns. I 
do not know what it was originally intended for, but 
they said it was built for a reservoir. It is situated 
in the center of Constantinople. You go down a 
flight of stone steps in the middle of a barren place, 
and there you are. You are forty feet underground, 
and in the midst of a perfect wilderness of taU, 
slender, granite colunms, of Byzantine architecture. 
Stand where you would, or change your position as 
often as you pleased, you were always a center from 
which radiated a dozen long archways and colon- 
nades that lost themselves in distance and the som- 
ber twilight of the place. This old dried-up reser- 
voir is occupied by a few ghostly silk-spinners now, 
and one of them showed me a cross cut high up 
in one of the pillars. I suppose he meant me to 
tmderstand that the institution was there before 
the Txu-kish occupation, and I thought he made a 
remark to that effect; but he mttst have had an 
impediment in his speech, for I did not tmderstand 
him. 
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We took off our shoes and went into the marble 
mausoleum of the Sultan Mahmoud, the neatest 
piece of architecture, inside, that I have seen lately. 
Mahmoud's tomb was covered with a black velvet 
pall, which was elaborately embroidered with silver; 
it stood within a fancy silver railing; at the side 
and comers were silver candlesticks that would 
weigh more than a hundred pounds, and they sup- 
ported candles as large as a man's leg; on the top 
of the sarcophagus was a fez, with a handsome 
diamond ornament upon it, which an attendant said 
cost a hundred thousand pounds, and lied like a 
Turk when he said it. Mahmoud's whole family 
were comfortably planted around him. 

We went to the Great Bazar in Stamboul, of 
course, and I shall not describe it further than to 
say it is a monstrous hive of little shops — ^thou- 
sands, I should say — all under one roof, and cut 
up into innumerable little blocks by narrow streets 
which are arched overhead. One street is devoted 
to a particular kind of merchandise, another to 
another, and so on. When you wish to buy a pair 
of shoes you have the swing of the whole street — 
you do not have to walk yourself down htmting 
stores in different localities. It is the same with 
silks, antiqtiities, shawls, etc. The place is crowded 
with people all the time, and as the gay-adored 
Eastern fabrics are lavishly displayed before every 
shop, the Great Bazar of Stamboul is one of the 
sights that are worth seeing. It is full of life, and 
stir, and business, dirt, beggars, asses, yelling ped^ 
dlers, porters, dervishes, high-bom Txu-kish female 
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shoppers, Greeks, and weird-loddng and weirdly 
dressed Mohammedans from the mountains and the 
far provinoes — and the only solitary thing one does 
not smell when he is in the Great Bazar, is some- 
thing which smells good. 
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CHAPTER VII 

MOSQUES are plenty » churches are plenty, grave- 
L yards are plenty, but morals and whisky are 
scarce. The Koran does not permit Mohammedans 
to drink. Their natural instincts do not permit 
them to be moral. They say the Sultan has eight 
hundred wives. This almost amounts to bigamy. 
It makes our cheeks bum with shame to see such a 
thing penmtted here in Ttu'key. We do not mind 
it so much in Salt Lake, however. 

Circassian and Georgian girls are still sold in Con- 
stantinople by their parents, but not publicly. The 
great slave-marts we have all read so much about — 
where tender young giris were stripped for inspec- 
tion, and criticized and discussed just as if they were 
horses at an agricultural fair — no longer exist. The 
exhibition and the sales are private now. Stocks 
are up, just at present, partly because of a brisk 
demand created by the recent return of the Sultan's 
suite from the courts of Europe; partly on accotmt 
of an unusual abundance of breadstuffs, which 
leaves holders untortured by hunger and enables 
them to hold back for high prices; and partly be- 
cause buyers are too weak to bear the market, while 
seOers are amply prepared to bull it. Under these 
circumstances, if the American metropolitan news- 
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papers were published here in Constantinople, their 
next commercial report would read about as follows, 
I suppose: 

SLAVE-GIRL IIAXKBT REPORT 

Best brands Circassians, crop of 1850, £aoo; 1853, £350; 
1854, £300. Best brands Georgian, nooe in market; second 
quality, 1851, £180. Nineteen fair to middling Wallachian 
girls offered at £130 9 150, but no takers; sixteen prime Az 
sold in small bts to dose out— ^terms privnte. 

Sales of one lot Circassians, prime to good, 1853 to 1854, 
at £340 ^ 343>^, buyer 30; one forty-niner— damaged— at 
£33, seller ten, no deposit. Several Georgians, fancy brands, 
1853, changed hands to fill or^rs. The Georgians now on hand 
ate mostly last year's crop, which was unnnially poor. The 
new crop is a little backward, but will be coming in shortiy. 
As r^ards its quantity and quality, the accounts are most en- 
couraging. In this connection we can safely say, also, that 
the new crop of Circassians is looking extremely well. Ks 
Majesty the Sultan has already sent in largd orders for his new 
harem, which will be finished within a fortnight, and this has 
naturally strengthened the market and given Circassian stock 
a strongs upward tendency. Taking advantage of the inflated 
market, many of our shrewdest operators are aelfing short. 



There is nothing new in Nubians. Slow sale. 
Btmuchs—^one (Bering; however, large cargoes are expected 
from Eg3^pt to-day. 

I think the above wotdd be about the style ci the 
conunerdal report. Prices are pretty high now, and 
holders finn; but, two or three years ago, parents 
in a starving condition brought their young daugh- 
ters down here and sold them for even twenty and 
thirty dollars, when they could do no better, simply 
to save themselves and the girls f rc»n dying <^ want. 
It is sad to think of so distressing a thing as this, 
and I for one am sincerely glad the prices are up again. 
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Commercial morals^ especially, are bad. There 
is no gainsaying that. Greek, Turkish, and Arme- 
nian noorals consist only in attending church regu* 
larly on the appointed Sabbaths, and in breaking 
the ten commandments all the balance of the week. 
It comes natural to them to lie and cheat in the first 
place, and then they go on and improve oa natiue 
until they arrive at perfection. In recommending 
his son to a merchant as a valuable salesman, a 
father does not say he is a nice, moral, upright boy, 
and goes to Stmday-school and is honest, but he 
says, ''This boy is worth his weight in broad pieces 
ci a hundred — ^for behold, he will cheat whomsoever 
hath dealings with him, and from the Euxine to the 
waters of Marmora there abideth not so gifted a 
Uar!" How is that for a recommendation f The 
missionaries tell me that they hear encomiums like 
that passed upon people every day. They say of a 
person tliey admire, ''Ah, he is a charming swindler, 
and a most exquisite Uarl" 

Everybody lies and cheats — everybody who is in 
business, at any rate. Even foreigners soon have 
to come down to the custom of the country, and 
they do not buy and sell kmg in Constantinople till 
they lie and cheat like a Greek. I say Hke a Greek, 
because the Greeks are called the worst transgressors 
in this Une. Several Americans, long resident in 
Constantinople, contend that most Turks are pretty 
trustworthy, but few claim that the Greeks have any 
virtues that a man can discover — at least without 
a fire assay. 

I am half willing to believe that the celebrated 
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dogs of Constantinople have been misrepresented — 
slandered. I have always been led to suppose that 
they were so thick in the streets that they blocked 
the way; that they moved about in organized com- 
panies, platoons, and regiments, and took what they 
wanted by determined and ferodotis assault; and 
that at night they drowned all other sotmds with 
their terrible holdings. The dogs I see here cannot 
be those I have read of. 

I find them everjrwhere, but not in strong force. 
The most I have found together has been about 
ten or twenty. And night or day a fair proportion of 
them were sound asleep. Those that were not asleep 
always looked as if they wanted to be. I never saw 
such utterly wretched, starving, sad-visaged,' broken- 
hearted looking curs in my life. It seemed a grim 
satire to accuse such brutes as these of taking things 
by force of arms. They hardly seemed to have 
strength enough or ambition enough to walk across 
the street — I do not know that I have seen one walk 
that far yet. They are mangy and bruised and 
mutilated, and often you see one with the hair singed 
oS. him in such wide and well-defined tracts that he 
looks like a map of the new Territories. They are 
the sorriest beasts that breathe — ^the most abject — 
the most pitiful. In their faces is a settled expression 
of melancholy, an air of hopeless despondency. The 
hairless patdhes on a scalded dog are preferred by 
the fleas of Constantinople to a wider range on a 
healtUer dog; and the exposed places suit the fleas 
exactly. I saw a dog ci this kind start to nibble at 
a flea — a fly attracted his attention, and he made a 
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snatch at him; the flea called for him once miOre, 
and that forever unsettled him; he looked sadly at 
his flea-pasture, then sadly looked at his bald spot. 
Then he heaved a sigh and dropped his head re* 
signedly upon his paws. He was not equal to the 
situation. 

The dogs sleep in the streets, all over the city. 
From one end of the street to the other, I suppose 
they will average about eight or ten to a block. 
Sometimes, of course, there are fifteen or twenty to 
a block. They do not bekmg to anybody, and they 
seem to have no close personal friendships among 
each other. But they district the city themselves, 
and the dogs of each district, whether it be half a 
block in extent, or ten blocks, have to remain within 
its bounds. Woe to a dog if he crosses the line! 
His neighbors would snatch the balance of his hair 
c& in B, second. So it is said. But they don't 
look it. 

They sleep in the streets these days. They are my 
compass — my guide. When I see the dogs sleep 
placidly on, while men, sheep, geese, and all moving 
things turn out and go around them, I know I am 
not in the great street where the hotd is, and must 
go f tirther. In the Grand Rue the dogs have a sort 
of air of being on the lookout — an air bom <^ being 
obliged to get put of the way of many carriages 
every day — and that e^>ression one recognizes in a 
moment. It does not exist upon the face ci any 
dog without the confines of that street. All others 
sleep placidly and keep no watch. They would not 
move, though the Sultan himself passed by. 
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In one narrow street (but none of them are wide) 
I saw three dogs lying coiled up, about a foot or two 
BpBXt. End to end they lay, and so they just bridged 
the street neatly, from gutter to gutter. A drove of 
a hundred sheep came along. They stepped right 
over the dogs, the rear crowding the front, impatient 
to get on. The dogs looked lazily up, flinched a 
little when the impatient feet of the sheep touched 
their raw badcs — sighed, and lay peacrfully down 
again. No talk could be plainer than that. So 
some of the sheep jumped over them and others 
scrambled between, occasionally chipping a leg with 
their sharp hoofs, and when the whole flodc had 
made the trip, the dogs sneezed a Kttle, in the cloud 
of dust, but never bucked their bodies an inch. I 
thought I was lazy, but I am a steam-engine com- 
pared to a Constantinople dog. But was not that a 
^gular scene for a city of a millicm inhabitants? 

These dogs are the scavengers of the city. That 
is their official portion, and a hard one it is. How- 
ever, it is their protection. But for their usefulness 
in i>artially cleansing these terrible streets, they 
would iK)t be tcderated long. They eat anything and 
everything that comes in their way, from melon 
rinds and q)oiled grapes up through all the grades 
and species of dirt and refuse to their own dead 
friends and relatives — and yet they are always lean, 
always hungry, alwajrs despondent. The people 
are loth to kill them— do not kill them, in fact. 
The Turks have an innate antipathy to taldng the Kfe 
of any dumb animal, it is said. But they do worse. 
They hang and kick and stone and scaM these 
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wretcted creatures to the very verge of death, and 
then leave them to live and sidSer. 

Once a Sultan proposed to kill off all the dogs 
here, and did begin the work — but the populace 
raised such a howl of horror about it that the mas* 
sacre was stayed. After a while, he proposed to re- 
move them all to an island in the Sea of Marmora. 
No objection was offered, and a ship-load or so was 
taken away. But when it came to be known that 
somehow or other the dogs never got to the island, 
but always fell overboard in the night and perished, 
another howl was raised and the transportaticm 
scheme was dropped. 

So the dogs remain in peaceable ix)6sessic«i of the 
streets. I do not say IJiat they do not howl at 
night, nor that they do not attack people who have 
not a red fez on their heads. I only say that it 
would be mean ior tpte to accuse them of these un- 
seemly things who have not seen them do them 
with my own eyes or heard them with my own 
ears. 

I was a Httle surprised to see Turics and Gieeks 
pla3dng newriboy right here in the mysterious land 
where the giants and genii of the Arabian Nights 
once dwelt — ^^i^here winged horses and hydra-headed 
dragons guarded enchanted castles — ^where Princes 
and Princesses flew through the air on carpets that 
obeyed a mjrstic talisman — where cities whose 
hotcses were made of precious stones sprang up in a 
mg^t under the hand of the magician, and where 
busy marts were suddenly stricken with a spell and 
each dtuEen lay or sat, or stood with weapon raised 

83 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

or foot advanced, just as he was, speechless and 
motionless, till time had told a hundred years! 

It was curious to see newsboys selling papers in so 
dreamy a land as that. And, to say truly, it is com- 
paratively a new thing here* The selling of news- 
papers had its birth in Constantinople about a year 
ago, and was a child ci the Prussian and Austrian 
war. 

There is one paper published here in the English 
language — the Levant Herald — and there are gen- 
erally a number of Greek and a few French papers 
rising and falling, struggling up and falling again. 
Newspapers are not popular with the Sultan's Gov- 
ernment. They do not understand journalism. The 
proverb says, "The unknown is always great." To 
the court, the newspaper is a mysterious and rascally 
institution. They know what a pestilence is, be- 
cause they have one occasionally that thins the peo- 
fie out at the rate of two thousand a day, and they 
r^ard a newspaper as a mild form of pestilence. 
When it goes astray, they suppress it — potmce upon 
it without warning, and throttle it. When it don't 
go astray for a long time, they get suspicious and 
throttle it anyhow, because they think it is hatdung 
deviltry. Imagine the Grand Vizier in solemn coun- 
cil with the magnates of the realm, spelling his way 
through the hated newspaper, and finally delivering 
his profound decision: "This thing means mischief 
— it is too darkly, too suspiciously inoffensive — 
suppress iti Warn the publisher that we cannot 
have this sort ci thing: put the editor in inison!" 

Hie newspaper business has its inconveniences in 
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CoQstantmople. Two Greek papers and one Ftench 
one were suppressed here within a few days of each 
other. No victories ci the Cretans are allovred to be 
printed From time to time the Grand Vizier sends 
a notice to the various editors that the Cretan insur- 
rection is entirety suppressed, and although that 
editor knows better, he still has to print the notice. 
The Levant Herald is too f <md of speaking praise- 
fully of Americans to be popular with the Sultan, 
ifdio does not relish our sympathy with the Cretans, 
and therefore that paper has to be particularly cir- 
cumspect in order to keep out of trouble. Once the 
editor, forgetting the official notice in his paper that 
the Oetans were crushed out, printed a letter of a 
very difiterent tenor, from the American Consul in 
Crete, and was fined two hundred and fifty dollars 
for it. Shortiy he printed another from tiie same 
source and was imprisoned three months for his 
pains. I think I could get the assistant editorship 
of the Levant Herald, but I am going to try to 
wony along without it. 

To sui>press a paper here involves the ruin of the 
publisher, almost. But in Naples I think they 
speculate on m]sf<»i;unes of that kind. Papers are 
suppressed there every day, and spring up the next 
day under a new name. Dtuing the ten days or a 
fortnight we stayed there one paper was murdered 
and resurrected twice. The newsboys are smart 
there, just as they are elsewhere. They take advan- 
tage of popular weaknesses. When they find they 
are not likely to sell out, they approach a citizen 
mjrsteriously^ and say in a low voice — ''Last copy, 
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sir: double price; paper just been suppressed!'' 
The man buys it, ci oourse, and finds nothing in it. 
They do say — ^I do not voudi for it— but they do 
say that men sometimes print a vast edition of a 
paper, with a ferociously seditious article in it, dis- 
tribute it quickly among the newsboys, and dear out 
till the Government's iodignatton cools. It pays 
welL Confiscation don't amotmt to anything. The 
type and presses are not worth taking care of. 

Thane is only one English newspaper in Naples. 
It has seventy subscribers. The publisher is getting 
rich very deKberately— very ddiberatdy indeed. 

I shall never want another Turkish lunch. The 
cookii^ apparatus was in a Uttle lundi-room, near 
the bazar, and it was all open to the street. The 
cook was slovenly, and so was the table, and it had 
no doth on it. The fdlow took a mass of sausage- 
meat and coated it roimd a wire and laid it on a 
charcoal fire to cook. When it was done, he laid it 
aside and a dog walked sadly in and nipped it. He 
smdt it first, and probably recognized the remains of 
a friend. The cook took it away from him and 
laid it before us. Jade said, "I pass** — ^he plays 
^tchxe sometimes— and we all passed in turn. Then 
tihe code baked a broad, flat, wfaeaten cake, greased 
it well with the sausage, and rtarted toward us with 
it. It dropped in the dirt, and he pidced it up and 
polished it on his tn-eecfaes, and laid it before us. 
Jack said, "I pass." We all passed. He put some 
e^XS i^ & fryhig-pan, and stood pensivdy prying 
slabs of meat from between his teeth with a fork. 
Then he used the fork to turn the eggs with — and 
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faiottght them along. Jack said ''Pass again." All 
followed suit. We did not know what to do, and so 
we ordered a new ration of sausage. The cook got 
out his wire, apportioned a proper amount of 
sausage-^neat, spat on his hands, and fell to work! 
This time, with one accord, we all passed out. We 
paid and kft. That is all I learned about Turkish 
lunches. A Turkish lunch is good, no doubt, but 
it has its little drawbacks. 

When I think how I have been swindled by books 
of Oriental travel, I want a tourist for breakfast. For 
years and years I have dreamed of the wonders of 
the Turkish bath; for jrears and years I have prom- 
ised myself that I would yet enjoy one. Many and 
many a time, in fancy, I have lain in the marble 
bath, and breathed the shunbrous fragrance of East- 
ern spices that filled the air; then passed through a 
wehrd and complicated system of pulling and hauling 
and drenching and scrublni^, by a gang of naked 
savages who loomed vast and vaguely through the 
steaming mists, Hke demons; then rested for a 
lAnie on a divan fit for a king; then passed through 
another complex ordeal, and one more fearful than 
the first; and, finally, swathed in soft fabrics, been 
conveyed to a princely saloon and laid on a bed of 
eiderdown, where eunuchs, gorgeous of costume, 
f aimed me while I drowsed and dreamed, or content- 
edly gassed at the rich hangings of the apartment, the 
soft carpets, the sumptuous furniture, the pictures, 
and drank delicious coffee, smoked the soothing 
narghiU, and dropped, at the last, into tranquil 
repose, lulled by sensuous odors from unseen censers, 
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by the gentle influeaoe ci the narghiU's Persiaii 
tobacco, and by the music of fountains that coun- 
terfeited the pattering of summer rain. 

That was the picture, just as I got it from incen^ 
diary books of travel. It was a poor, miserable im- 
posttu^. The reality is no more like it than the Five 
Points are like the Garden of Eden. They received 
me in a great court, paved with marble slabs; around 
it were broad galleries, one above another, carpeted 
with seedy matting, railed with tmpaanted balus- 
trades, and furnished with huge rickety chairs, 
cushioned with rusty old mattresses, indented with 
impressions left by the forms of nine successive 
generations of men who had reposed upon them. The 
place was vast, naked, dreary; its court a bam, its 
galleries stalls for human horses. The cadaverous, 
half -nude variets that served in the establishment had 
nothing of poetry in their appearance, nothing of 
romance, nothing of Oriental splendor. They shed 
no entrancing odors — ^just the contrary. Their hun- 
gry eyes and their lank forms continually suggested 
one glaring, unsentimental fact — they wanted what 
they term in California "a square meal.'' 

I went into one of the racks and tmdressed. An 
unclean starveling wrapped a gaudy table-doth about 
his loins, and hung a white rag over my shoulders. 
If I had had a tub then, it would have come natural 
to me to take in washing. I was then conducted 
down-stairs into the wet, dippery court, and the first 
things that attracted my attention were my heels. 
My fall excited no comment. They eiqpected it, no 
doubt. It belonged in the list oi softening, sensuous 
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infliifinoes peculiar to this home of Eastern Itixtuy. 
It was softemng enongh, certainly, but its applica- 
tion was not happy. They now gave me a pair of 
wooden ck)gs— benches in miniature, with leather 
straps over them to confine my feet (which they 
would have done, only I do not wear No. xs's). 
These tilings dangled uncomfortably by the straps 
when I lifted up my feet, and came down in awkward 
and unexpected places when I put them on the floor 
again, and s(Hnetimes turned sideways and wrenched 
my ankles out of joint. However, it was all Oriental 
luxury, and I did what I could to enjoy it. 

They put me in another part of the bam and laid 
me on a stufiy sort of pallet, wfaidi was not made of 
cloth of gcdd, or Persian shawls, but was merely the 
unpretending sort of thing I have seen in the negro 
quarters of Arkansas. Thece was nothing whatever 
in this dim marble prison but five more of these 
biers. It was a very solemn place. I expect^ that 
the spiced odors of Araby were going to steal over 
my senses, now, but they did not. A copper-colored 
skeleton, with a rag around him, brought me a glass 
decanter ci water, with a lighted tobacco pipe in the 
top of it, and a pliant stem a yard long, with a brass 
mouthpiece to it. 

It was the famous **narghili" of the East — ^the 
thing the Grand Turk smokes in the pictures. This 
began to Ibok like luxury. I took one blast at it, 
and it was sufficient; the smoke went in a great 
vcdume down into my stomadb, my lungs, even into 
the uttermost parts of my frame. I exploded one 
mighty cough, and it was as if Vesuvius had let go. 
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For the next five minates I soioked at every pore, like 
a frame house that is oa fire on the inside. Not any 
more narghili for me. The smoke had a vile taste^ 
and the taste of a thousand infidel tongues that re- 
mained on that brass moutiipiece was vfler stilL I 
was getting discouraged. * Whenever, hereafter, I see 
the cross-legged Grand Turk smoking his narg^uli, 
in pretended bUss, on the outside of a paper of Con- 
necticut tobacco^ I shall know him for the shameless 
humbug he is. 

This prison was filled with hot air. When I had 
got warmed up sufficiently to prepare me for a still 
warmer temperattme, they took me idiere it was — 
into a marble room, wet, slippery, and steamy, and 
laid me out on a raised platform in the center. It 
was very warm. Presently my man sat me down 
by a tank of hot water, drenched me wdl, gloved his 
hand with a coarse mitten, and began to polish me 
all over with it. I began to smell disagreeably. 
The more he polished the worse I smelt. It was 
alarming. I said to him: 

"I perceive that I am pretty far gone. It is 
plain that I ought to be buried without any unnec- 
essary delay. Perlu^ you had better go after my 
friends at once, because the weather is warm, and 
I cannot 'keep' long.'* 

He went on scrubt^g, and paid no attention. I 
soon saw that he was redudi^ my sise. He bore 
hard on his mitten, and from under it rolled little 
cylinders, Uke macaroni. It could not be dirt, for 
it was too white. He pared me down in this way 
for a long time. Finally I said: 
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"It 18 a tedious process. It will take hours to 
trim me to the aise you want me; I will wB&t; go 
and borrow a jack-i^ane." 

He paid no attention at all. 

After a while he farou^t a basin, some soap, and 
something that seemed to be tl^ tail oi a hwse. He 
made up a prodigious quantity of soap-suds» dduged 
me with them from head to foot, without warning 
me to shut my eyes, and then swabbed me vidotidy 
with the horse-tail. Then he left me there, a snowy 
stattffi of lather, and went away. When I got tired 
of waiting I went and hunted him up. He was 
profq)ed against the wall, in another room, asleep. 
I woke him. He was not disconcerted. He todc 
me back and flooded me with hot water, then tur- 
baned my head, swathed me with dry table-ctoths, 
and conducted me to a latticed chicken-coop in one 
of the galleries, and pointed to one of those Ar- 
kansas beds. I mounted it, and vaguely expected 
the odors of Araby again. They did not come. 

The blank, unomamented coop had nothing about 
it of that oriental vcduptuousness one reads of so 
mudi. It was more suggestive of the county hospi- 
tal than anything else. The skinny servitor brought 
a narghili, and I got him to take it out again without 
wasting any time about it. Then he brought the 
world-renowned Ttu'kish coffee that poets have sung 
so rapturously for many generations, and I seized 
upon it as the last hope that was left of my old 
dreams of Eastern Itixury. It was another fraud. 
Of all the unchristian beverages that ever passed my 
lips, Ttirldsh coffee is the worst. The cup is small, 
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it is saieared with grounds; the coffee is black, thick, 
unsayory of smell, and execrable in tastCr The bot- 
tom ci the cup has a muddy sediment in it half an 
inch deep. This goes down your throat, and por- 
tions of it lodge by the way, and produce a tickling 
aggravation that keqps jrou barking and coughing 
for an hour. 

Here endeth my experience of the celebrated Ttirk- 
ish bath, and here also endeth my dream of the bliss 
the mortal revels in who passes through it. It is a 
malignant swindle. The man who enjoys it is quali- 
fied to enjoy anything that is repulsive to sis^t or 
sense, and he that can invest it with a charm of 
poetry is able to do the same with anjrthing else in 
the world that is tedious, and wretched, and dismal^ 
and nasty. 
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WS left a dosen passengars in Constantinople, 
and sailed through the beautiful Bospc»iis 
and &r up into the Black Sea. We kft them in the 
dutches of the cdelxated Tturlddbi guide, "Par-awat 
MosBs/' who will seduce them into buying a 
ship4oad of attat of roses, splendid Turkish vest- 
ntients, and all manner of curious things they can 
never have any use for. Murray's invaluable guide- 
books have mentioned Far-away Moses' name, and 
he is a made man. He rejoices daily in the fact 
that he is a recognised celebrity. However, we can- 
not alter our established customs to please the wliims 
of guides; we cannot show partialities this late in 
the day. Therefore, ignoring this fellow's brilliant 
fame, and ignoring the fanciful name he takes sudi 
pride in, we called him Ferguson, just as we had 
done with all other guides. It has kept him in a 
state of smothered ezaq)eration all the time. Yet 
we meant him no harm. After he has gotten him- 
self up regardless of expense, in showy, baggy 
trousers, yellow, pointed slippers, fiery fez, silken 
jacket of Uue, voluminous waist -sash of fancy 
Persian stuff filled with a battery of silver-mounted 
horse-pistols, and has strapped on his terrible 
simitar, he considers it an unspeakable humiliation 
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to be called Ferguson. It cannot be helped. All 
guides are Ferguson to us. We cannot master their 
dreadful foreign names. 

Sebastopol is probably the worst battered town in 
Russia or anywhere else. But we oug^t to be 
pleased with it, neverthelesi, for v^ have been in no 
cotmtry yet where we have been so kindly received, 
and where we felt that to be Americans was a Md- 
dent 915^ for our passports. The moment the anchor 
was down, the Governor ol the town immediately 
despatched an ofiBcer on board to inquire tf he could 
be of any asdstance to us, and to invite us to make 
ourselves at home in Sebastopol! If you know 
Russia, you know that this was a wild Wretch of 
hospitality. They are mually so stutpidous <rf stran- 
gers that they worry them excessively with the delays 
and aggravations inddent to a complicated passport 
system. Had we ootoe from any other country we 
could not iHtve had potnissiofi to enter Sebastopol 
and leave again under three day»--biit as it was, we 
wece at Uberty to go and come when and where we 
phased. Everybody in Constaatinople warned us to 
be very careful about our pas^)orts, see that they 
were strictly m regk, and never to mislay them for a 
moment: and they tdd us of numerous instances of 
Ens^shmen and others who wefe ddayed da3r3, 
weeks, and even months, in Sebastopc^, on account 
of trifling informalities in thett passports, and for 
which they were not to blame. I had lost my pass- 
port, and was traveling under my rocwn-mate's, who 
stayed behind in Constantinople to await our return. 
To read the description of him in that passport and 
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then look at me, any man ocmld see that I was no 
more liJce faim than I am like Hercules. So I went 
into the harbor ci Sebastopol with fear and trem- 
fating — full of a vague, horrible apprehension that I 
was goix^ to be f otmd out and hanged. But all that 
time my true passport had been floating gallantly 
overhead — and behold it was only our flag. They 
never asked us for any other. 

We have had a great many Rxtssian and Bnglfah 
gentlemen and ladies on board to-day, and the time 
has passed cheerfully away. They were aU happy- 
qnrited peoi^, and I never heard our mother-tongue 
sound so pleasantly as it did when it fell from those 
English lips in tUs far-off land. I talked to the 
Russians a good deal, just to be friendly, and they 
talked to me from the same motive; I am sure that 
both enjoyed the conversation, but never a word of 
it either of us understood. I did most of my talking 
to those EngjUsh people though, and I am sorry we 
cannot carry some of them along with us. 

We have gone whithersoever we chose, to-d^r, and 
have metwith nothing but the kindest attentions. No- 
body inquired whether we had any passports or not 

Several erf the officers of the government have 
suggested that we take the ship to a little watering- 
place thirty miles from here, and pay the Emperor 
of Russia a visit. He is msdcating there^ These 
ofiSc^^ said ihey would take it upon themselves to 
insure us a ccnrdial recqition. They said if we 
would go, they would not only tdegraph the Em- 
peror, but send a special courier overland to announce 
our coming. Our time is so short, though, and more 
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€q>ecially our ooal is so nearly out. Oat we judged 
it best to f or^^ the raxe pleasuie of holdixig social 
m te roo ur se witib an Emperor. 

Ruined Ponq)eii is in good conditioQ ooo^Mtfed to 
Sebastopoi. Here, you may kxdc in whatsoever 
direction you please, and your eye encounters 
scarcely anything but nun, ruin, ruin! — fragments 
of houses, crumbled walls, torn and ragged hills, 
devastation everywhere! It is as if a mighty earth- 
quake had spent all its terrible forces upon this erne 
little spoL For eis^teen long months the storms of 
war beat upon the helpless town, and left it at last 
the saddest wreck that ever the sun has looked 
upon. Not one solitary house eBCoped unscathed — 
not one remained habitable, even. Such utter and 
complete ruin one could hardly conceive ci. The 
houses had all been solid, dressed-stone structures; 
ttiost of them were plowed throus^ and through by 
cannon-balls — unroofed and sliced down from eaves 
to foundation — and now a row of them, half a mile 
long, looks merely like an endless processicm of 
battered chimneys. No semblance of a house re- 
mains in such as these. Some of the larger build- 
ings had comers knocked off; pillars cut in two; 
cornices smashed; h<des driven straight through the 
walls. Many of these hdes are as round and as 
cleanly cut as if they had been made with an auger. 
Others are half pierced through, and the dean 
impression is there in the rock, as smooth and as 
shapely as if it were done in putty. Here and there 
a ball still sticks in a wall, and from it iron tears 
trickle down and discolor the stone. 
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The battle-fielcis were pretty dose together. The 
Malakc^ tower is on a bSl wluch is rig^t in the edge 
of the town. The Redan was within rifle-shot ci 
the Malakoff; Inkerman was a mile away; and 
Balaldava removed but an hoar's ride. The French 
trenches, by which they approached and invested 
the Malakoff, were carried so dose under its sloping 
sides that one might have stood by the Russian guns 
and tossed a stone into them. Repeatedly, during 
three terrible days, they swarmed up the tittle 
Malakoff hill, and were beaten back with terrible 
slaughter. Finally, they captured the place, and 
drove the Russians out, who then tried to retreat 
into the town, but the English had taken the Redan, 
and shut them off with a wall of flame; there was 
nothing for them to do but go back and retake the 
Malakoff or die tmder its guns. They did go back; 
they took the Malakoff and retook it two or three 
times, but their desperate valor could not avail, and 
they had to give up at last. 

These fearful Adds, where such tempests of death 
used to rage, are peaceful oiough now; no sound is 
heard, hardly a living thing moves about them, they 
are lonely and silent — ^their desolation is complete. 

There was nothing dse to do, and so everybody 
went to hunting relics. They have stocked the ship 
with them. They brought them from the Malakoff, 
from the Redan, Inkerman, Balaldava — everywhere. 
They have brought cannon-balls, broken ramrods, 
fragments of shdl — iron enough to frdght a sloop. 
Some have even brought bones — ^brought them 
laboriously from great distances, and were grieved 
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to hear the surgeon pranotmoe them only bones o£ 
mules and oxen. I knew Blucher would not lose an 
opportunity like this. He brought a sack full on 
board and was going for another. I prevailed upon 
him not to go. He has already turned his state- 
room into a museum of worthless trumpery, which 
he has gathered up in his travels. He is labeling 
his trophies, now. I pdoed up one a wbSle ago, and 
found it marked ''Fragment of a Russian GeneraL" 
I carried it out to get a better light upon it — it was 
nothing but a couple of teeth and part of the jaw* 
bone of a horse. I said with some aiq)erity: 

''Fragment of a Russian General! This is ab- 
surd. Are 3rou never going to learn any sense?'' 

He only said: "Go slow — ^the (dd woman won*t 
know any difiEerenf [His aunt.] 

This person gathers mementoes with a perfect 
recklessness, nowadajrs; mixes them all up together, 
and then serendy labds them without any r^ard to 
truth, propriety, or even plausibility. I have fotmd 
him breaking a stone in two, and labeling half of it 
"Chunk busted from the pulpit of Demosthenes," 
and the other half "Domick from the Tomb of 
Abelard and Hdoise." I have known him to gather 
up a handful of pebbles by the roadside, and bring 
them on board ship and label them as coming from 
twenty celebrated localities five hundred miles apart. 
I remonstrate against these outrages upon reascm 
and truth, of course, but it does no good. I get the 
same tranquil, unanswerable reply every time: 

"It don't signify — ^the old woman won't know 

any different." 
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Ever since we three or four fortunate ones made 
the midnight trip to Athens, it has afforded him 
genuine satisfaction to give everybody in the ship a 
pebble from the Mars Hill where St. Paul preached. 
He got all those pebbles on the seashore, abreast 
the ship, but professies to have gathered them from 
one of our party. However, it is not of any use for 
me to expose the deception — it affords him pleas- 
ure, and does no harm to anybody. He says he 
never expects to run out of mementoes oi St. Paul 
as long as he is in reach of a sand-bank. Well, he 
is no worse than others. I notice that all travelers 
sui^ly deficiencies in their collections in the same 
way. I shall never have any confidence in such 
things again while I live. 
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WE have got so far East now— a hundred and 
fifty-five d^^rees ci longitude from San Fran- 
cisco — ^that my watch cannot ''keep the hang" of 
the time any more. It has grown discouraged, and 
stopped. I think it did a wise thing. The differ- 
ence in time between Sebastopol and the Pacific 
coast is enormous. When it is six o'dock in the 
morning here, it is somewhere about week befoce 
last in California. We are excusable for getting a 
little tangled as to time. These distractions and dis- 
tresses about the time have worried me so much that 
I was afraid my mind was so much affected that I 
never would have any appreciation of time again; 
but when I noticed how handy I was yet about 
comprehending when it was dinner-time, a blessed 
tranquillity settled down upon me, and I am tortured 
with doubts and fears no more. 

Odessa is about twenty hours' run from Sebas- 
topol, and is the most northerly port in the Black 
Sea. We came here to get coal, principally. The 
city has a population of one htmdred and thirty-three 
thousand, and is growing faster than any other small 
city out ci America. It is a free port, and is the 
great grain mart of this particular part of the world. 
Its roadstead is full of ships. Engineers are at work, 
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now, tttrmng the open roadstead into a spacious 
artificial harbor. It is to be ahnost indoeed by 
massive stone piers, one of which will extend into 
the sea over three thousand feet in a straight line. 
I have not felt so much at home for a long time 
as I did when I "'raised the hill" and stood in 
Odessa for the first time. It looked just like an 
American city; fine, broad streets, and straight as 
wdl; low houses (two or three stories), wide, neat, 
and free from any quaintness of architectural orna- 
mentation; locust trees bordering the sidewalks 
(they call them acacias); a stirring, business look 
about the streets and the stores; fast walkers; a 
familiar new lock about the houses and everything; 
yea, and a driving and smothering doud of dust that 
was so like a message from our own dear native 
land that we could hardly refrain from shedding a 
few grateful tears and execrations in the old time- 
honored American way. Look up the street or 
down the street, this way or that way, we saw only 
America! There was not one thing to remind us 
that we were in Russia. We walked for some little 
distance, reveling in this home vision, and then we 
came upon a church and a hack-driver, and presto! 
the illusion vanished! The chtirch had a slender- 
qiired dome that rounded inward at its base, and 
looked Uke a turnip turned upside down, and the 
hackman seemed to be dressed in a long petticoat 
without any hoops. These things were essentially 
foreign, and so were the carriages — ^but everybody 
knows about these things, and there is no occasion 
for my describing them. 
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We were only tx> stay here a day and a nigjut aiul 
take in coal; we oHisutted the gtdde4x)oks and weie 
rejoioed to know that there were no sights in Odessa 
to see; and so we had one good, untranundad 
holiday on our hands, with nothiog to do but idle 
about the city and enjoy ourselves. We sauntered 
through the markets and criticised the fearful and 
wonderful costumes from the back country; exam- 
ined the populace as far as eyes could do it; and 
closed the entertainment with an ice-cream debauch^ 
We do not get ice-cream everywhere, and so, wh^ 
we do, we are apt to dissipate to excess. We never 
cared anything about ice-cream at home, but we 
look upon it with a sort of idolatiy now that it is 
so scarce in these red-hot clim^;es of the East. 

We only found two pieces of statuaiy, and this 
was another blessing. One was a bronze image of 
the Due de Richelieu, grandnephew of the sfdendid 
Cardinal. It stood in a spacious, handsome prom- 
enade, overlooking the sea, and from its base a vast 
flight of stcme stqps led down to the harbor — ^two 
hundred oi them, fifty feet long, and a wide landing 
at the bottom oi every twenty. It is a noble stair- 
case, and from a distance the people toiling iq;> it 
looked like insects. I mention this statue and this 
stairway because th^ have their story. Richelieu 
founded Odessa — ^watched over it with paternal 
care — labored with a fertile hrain and a wise under- 
standing for its best interests — spent his fortune 
freely to the same end — endowed it with a sound 
prosperity, and one which will yet make it one of 
the great cities of the Old World — built this noble 
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stairway with money from his own private purse — 
and — Well, the people for whom he had done 
so much let him walk down these same steps, one 
day, unattended, old, poor, without a second coat 
to his back; and when, years afterward, he died in 
Sebastopol in poverty and neglect, they called a 
meeting, subscribed liberally, and immediately 
erected this tasteful monument to his memory, and 
named a great street after him. It reminds me of 
what Robert Bums's mother said when they erected 
a stately monument to his memory: **Ah, Robbie, 
ye asked them for bread and they hae gi'en ye a 
stane." 

The people of Odessa have warmly recommended 
us to go and call on the Emperor, as did the Sebas- 
topolians. They have telegraphed his Majesty, and 
he has signijBed his willingness to grant us an audi- 
ence. So we are getting up the anchors and pre- 
paring to sail to his watering-place. What a scratch- 
ing arotmd there will be now! what a holding of 
important meetings and appointing of solemn com- 
mittees! — and what a furbishing up of claw-hammer 
coats and white sUk neckties! As this fearful ordeal 
we are about to pass through jrictures itself to my 
fancy in all its dread sublimity, 1 begin to feel my 
fierce desire to converse with a genuine Emperor 
cooling down and passing away. What am I to do 
with my hands? What am I to do with my feet? 
What in the world am I to do with mysdf ? 
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CHAPTER X 

WE anchored here at Yalta, Russia, two or 
three days ago. To me the place was a 
vision of the Sierras. The taU, gray mountaios that 
back it, their sides bristling with pines — cloven with 
ravines — ^here and there a hoary rock towering into 
view — ^long, straight streaks sweeping down from the 
summit to the sea, marking the passage of some ava- 
lanche of former times — all these were as like what 
one sees in the Sierras as if the one were a portrait 
of the other. The little village of Yalta nestles at 
the foot of an am^diitheater which slopes backward 
and upward to the wall of hills, and looks as if it 
might have sunk quietly down to its present position 
from a higher devatioxL This depression is covered 
with the great parks and gardens of noblemen, and 
through the mass of green foliage the bright colors 
of their palaces bud out here and there like flowers. 
It is a beautiful spot. 

We had the United States consul on board — ^the 
Odessa consul. We assembled in the cabin and 
commanded him to tell us what we must do to 
be saved, and tell us quickly. He made a speech. 
The first thing he said fell like a blight on every 
hopeful spirit; he had never seen a court reception. 
(Three groans for the consul.) But he said he had 
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seen receptions at the Governor-General's in Odessa, 
and had often listened to people's experiences ci 
receptions at the Russian and other comts, and be- 
Heved he knew very well what sort of ordeal we were 
aboat to essay. (Hope budded again.) He said 
we were many; the summer-idace was small — a 
mere mansion; doubtless we should be received in 
summer fashion — in the garden; we would stand in 
a row, all the gentiemen in swallow-tail coats, white 
kids, and white neckties, and the ladies in lig^t- 
odoted silks, or something of that land; at the 
proper moment — la meridian — ^the Emperor, at- 
tended by his suite arra]^ in splendid uniforms, 
would appear and walk slowly along the line, bowing 
to some, and sa3ang two or three words to others. 
At the moment his Majesty appeared, a universal, 
delighted, enthusiastic smile ought to break out like 
a rash among the passengers — a smile ci love, of 
gratification, of admiration — and with one accord, 
the p€irty must b^;in to bow — ^not obsequiously, 
but respectfully, and with dignity; at the end of 
fifteen minutes the Emperor would go in the house, 
and we could run along home again. We felt im- 
mensely relieved. It seemed, in a manner, easy. 
There was not a man in the party but bdieved that 
with a little practice he could stand in a row, espe- 
cially if there were others along; there was not a man 
but believed he could bow without tripping on his 
coat-tail and breaking his neck; in a word, we came 
to believe we were equal to any item in the perform- 
ance except that complicated smile. The consul 
also said we ought to draft a little address to the 
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Emperor, and present it to one of his aide&Hte^camp, 
who would forward it to him at the proper time. 
Therefore, five gentlemen were appointed to prepare 
the docmnent, and the fifty others went sadly smil- 
ing about the ship — practising. During the next 
twelve hovas we had the general appearance, some- 
how, of being at a funeral, where everybody was 
sorry the death had occurred, but glad it was over — 
^(fbere everybody was smiling, and yet broken- 
hearted. 

A committee went ashore to wait on his Excel- 
lency, the Governor-General, and learn our fate. 
At the end of three hours of boding suspense, they 
came bade and said the Eknperor would receive us 
at noon the next day — ^would send carriages for 
us — would hear the address in person. The Grand 
Duke Michael had sent to invite us to his palace 
also. Any man could see that there was an inten- 
tion here to show that Russia's friendship for 
America was so genuine as to render even her 
private citizens objects worthy ci kindly attentions. 

At the appointed hour we drove out three miles 
and assembled in the handsome garden in front of 
the Emperor's palace. 

We formed a circle tmder the trees before the 
door, for there was no one room in the house able to. 
accommodate our threescore persons comfortably, 
and in a few minutes the imperial family came out 
bowing and smiling, and stood in our midst. A 
number of great dignitaries of the empire, in tm- 
dress uniforms, came with them. With every bow, 
his Majesty said a word of welcome. I copy these 
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q)eeches. There is character in them — Russian 
diaracter — ^which is politeness itself, and the gen- 
tdne article. Hie French are polite, but it is often 
mere ceremonious politeness. A Russian imbues 
his polite things with a heartiness, both ci phrase 
and expressiOQ, that compels bdief in their ancerity. 
As I was sajrii^, the Cnr punctuated his speeches 
with bows: 

"Good morning — ^I am glad to see you — ^I am 
gratified — ^I am defig^ited — I am happy to receive 
your 

All took off their hats, and the consul inflicted 
the address on him. He bore it with unflindiing 
fortitude; then todc tiie rusty-loddng doctunent and 
handed it to some great officer or other, to be filed 
away among the archives of Russia — in the stove. 
He thanked us for the address, and said he was very 
much pleased to see us, especially as such friendly 
relations existed between Russia and the United 
States. The Eknpress said the Americans were fo- 
vorites in Russia, and she hoped the Russians were 
similarly r^^arded in America. These were all the 
speedies that were made, and I recommend them to 
parties who present policemen with gcM watches, as 
models of brevity and point. After this the Em- 
press went and talked sociably (for an Empress) 
wilii various ladies around the drde; several gentle- 
men entered into a disjointed general conversation 
with the Emperor; the Dukes and Princes, Admirals 
and Maids of Honor dropped into free-and-easy 
chat with first one and then another of our party, 
and wboev^ diose stepped forward and spoke with 
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the modest little Grand Duchess Marie, the Czar's 
daughter. She is fourteen years old, Hght-haired, 
blue-eyed, unassuming, and pretty. Everybody talks 
Engli^. 

The Emperor wore a cap, frock-coat, and panta- 
loons, all of some kind of jjisin white drilling — 
cotton or Knen — and sported no jewdry or any 
insignia whatever of rank. No costume could be 
less ostentatious. He is very tall and spare, and a 
determined-looking man, thou^ a very pleasant- 
looking one, neverthdess. It is easy to see that he 
is kind and affectionate. There is something very 
noble in his expression when his cap is c&. There 
is none of that cunning in his eye that all of us 
noticed in Louis Napoleon's. 

The Empress and the little Grand Duchess wore 
simple suits of foulard (or foulard silk, I don't know 
which is proper), with a small blue spot in it; the 
dresses were trimmed with blue; both ladies wore 
broad blue sashes about their waists; linen collars 
and derical ties of muslin; low-crowned straw hats 
trimmed with blue velvet; parasols and flesh-colored 
gloves. The Grand Duchess had no beds on her 
shoes. I do not know this of my own knowledge, 
but one of our ladies told me so. I was not looking 
at her shoes. I was glad to observe that she wore 
her own hair, plaited in thidc braids against the bade 
ci her head, instead of the uncomdy thing th^ call 
a waterfall, which is about as much like a waterfall 
as a canvas-covered ham is like a cataract. Taking 
the kind expression that is in the Emperor's face 
and the gentleness that is in his young daughter's 
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into oonstderatiQii, I wondered if it would not tax 
the Gear's firmness to the utmost to condemn a sup- 
plicating wretdi to misery in the wastes of Siberia 
if she pleaded for him. Every time their eyes met, 
I saw more and more what a tremendous power that 
weak, difiSdent schod-girl could wield if she chose 
to do it. Many and many a time she might rule the 
Autocrat of Russia, irboee lightest word is law to 
seventy millions oi human beings! She was only a 
girl, and she looked like a thousand others I have 
seen, but never a girl provoked such a novel and 
peculiar interest in me before. A strange, new 
sensation is a rare thing in this humdrum life, and 
I had it here. There was nothing stale or worn out 
about the thou^^ts and feelings the situation and 
the circumstances created. It seemed strange — 
stranger than I can tell — ^to think that the central 
figure in the duster o£ men and women, chatting 
here under the trees like the most ordinary individual 
in the land, was a man who could open his lips and 
ships would fly through the waves, locomotives 
would speed over the plains, couriers would hurry 
from village to village, a htmdred td^^raphs would 
flash the word to the four comers of an empire that 
stretches its vast proportions over a seventh part of 
the habitaUe f^obe, and a countless multitude of 
men would spring to do his bidding. I had a sort 
of vague desire to examine his hands and see if they 
were of flesh and blood, like other men's. Here 
was a man ^o could do this wonderful thing, and 
yet if I chose I could knock him down. The case 
was plain, but it seemed preposterous, neverthdess 
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— as preposterous as trying to knock down a moun- 
tain or wipe out a oontinent. If this man iqnatned 
his ankle, a milUon miles of tel^jn^ would carry 
the news over mountains — valleys — mrinhahited 
deserts — under the trackless sea— and ten thou- 
sand newspapers would prate of it; if he were 
grievously ill« all the nariorai would know it before 
the sun rose again; if he dropped lifdess wfaere he 
stood, his fan mig^t dtake the tfarooes of half a 
world! If I could have stolen his coat, I would 
have done it. When I meet a man like that, I want 
something to remember him by. 

As a general thing, we have been shown throu|^ 
palaces by some plush-legged, fiUgreed fiunky ctf 
other, who diarged a franc for it; but after taUdng 
with the company half an hour, the Emperor of 
Russia and his family conducted us all through their 
mansion themselves. They made no charge. Tbqr 
seemed to take a real pleasure in it. 

We spent half an hour idling tiuough the palace, 
admiring the cozy apartments and the rich but 
eminently homelike appointments of the place, and 
then the imperial family bade our party a kind 
good-by, and proceeded to coimt the spoons. 

An invitation was extended to us to visit the 
palace of the eldest son, the Oown Prince of Russia, 
which was near at hand. The young man was 
absent, but the Dukes and Countesses and Princes 
went over the premises with us as leisurely as was 
the case at the Emperor's, and conversation con- 
tinued as lively as ever. 

It was a little after one o'dodc now. We drove 
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to the Grand Dtike Michael's, a miie avay> in 
response to his invitation, previously given. 

We arrived in twenty minutes from the Emperor's. 
It is a lovely place. The beautiful palace nestles 
among the grand old groves of the park, the park 
sits in the lap of the picturesque crags and hiUs, 
lusd both look out upon the t^'eezy ocean. In ti>e 
park are rustic seats, here and there, in sednded 
nooks that are dark with shade; there are rivulets 
of crystal water; ttere are lakelets, with inviting, 
grassy banks; there are glimpses of sparkling cas- 
cades through openings in the wilderness of fc^age; 
tlwre are streams of dear water gushing from mimic 
knots on the trunks oi forest trees; there are 
miniature marble temples perched upon gray (dd 
crags; there are airy lookouts whence one may gaze 
upon a broad expanse of laiKlscape and ocean. 
Ilie palace is modded after the choicest forms of 
Grecian architecture, and its wide colonnades sur- 
round a central cotui: that is banked with rare 
flowers that fill the place with their fragrance, and in 
their midst springs a fountain that cools the summer 
air, and may possibly breed mosquitoes, but I do 
not think it does. 

The Grand Duke and his Duchess came out, and 
the presentation cerenxmies were as simple as they 
had been at the Emperor's. In a few minutes, 
conversation was under way, as before. The Em- 
press appeared in the veranda, and the little Grand 
Duchess came out into the crowd. They had beaten 
us there. In a few minutes, the Emperor came 
faimsdf on horseback. It was very pleasant. You 
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can appreciate it if you have ever visited royalty 
and felt occasionally that possibly you might be 
wearing out your welcome — ^though as a general 
thing, I believe, royalty is not scrupulous about 
disdiarging you idien it is done with you. 

Hie Grand Duke is the third brother of the Em- 
peror, is about thirty-seven years (M, perhaps, and 
is the princeliest figure in Russia. He is even taller 
than the C^ar, as straight as an Indian, and bears 
himself like one of those gorgeous knights we read 
about in romances of the Crusades. He looks like 
a great-hearted fellow who would pitch an enemy 
into the river in a moment, and then jump in and 
risk his life fishing him out again. The stories tt^y 
tell of him show him to be of a brave and generous 
nature. He must have been desirous of proving 
that Americans were welcome guests in the imperial 
palaces of Russia, because he rode aU the way to 
Yalta and escorted our procession to the Emperor's 
himself, and kept his aides scmiying about, clearing 
the road and offering assistance wherever it could be 
needed. We were rather familiar with him then, 
because we did not know who he was. We recc^- 
nized him now, and appreciated the friendly spirit 
that prompted him to do us a favor that any other 
Grand Duke in the world would have doubtless de- 
clined to do. He had plenty of servitors whom he 
could have sent, but he chose to attend to the matter 
himself. 

The Grand Duke was dressed in the handsome and 
showy uniform of a Cossadc officer. The Grand 
Duchess had on a white alpaca robe, with the seams 
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and gores trimmed with Idadc barb laoe, and a littfe 
gray hat with a feather of the same odor. She is 
young, rather pretty, modest and unpretendixig, and 
fun of winning politeness. 

Our party walked all through the house, and then 
the nobility escorted them all over the grounds, and 
finally brought them back to the x>&lace about half 
pest two o'clock to breakfast. They called it break- 
fast, but we would have called it luncheon. It oon- 
sisted of two kinds ci wine; tea, bread, cheese, and 
cdd meats, and was served on the center-tables in 
the reception-room and the verandas — anywitere 
that was convenient; there was no ceremony. It 
was a sort of picnic I had heard before that we 
were to breakfast there, but Blucher said he believed 
Baker's boy had suggested it to his Imperial Ifi£^- 
ness. I think not — ^thoug^ it would be like him. 
Baker's boy is the famine-breeder of the ship. He 
is always hungry. They say he goes about the 
staterooms when the passengers are out, and eats up 
all the soap. And they say he eats oakum. They 
say he will eat anything he can get between meals, 
but he prefers oakum. He does not like oakum for 
dinner, but he Hkes it for a lunch, at odd hours, or 
anything that way. It makes him very disagreeable, 
because it makes his breath bad, and keeps his teeth 
all stuck up with tar. Baker's boy may have sug- 
gested the breakfast, but I hope he <Hd not. It 
went oflf well, anyhow. The illustrious host moved 
about from place to place, and helped to destroy the 
provisions and keep the conversation lively, and the 
Grand Duchess talked with the veranda parties and 
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such as had satisfied their appetites and straggled 
out from the reception-toom. 

The Grand Duke's tea was ddicious. They give 
one a lemon to squeeze into it, or iced milk, if he 
prefers it. Hie former is best. This tea is brought 
overland from Qiina. It injures the article to 
transport it by sea. 

When it was time to go, we bade our distinguished 
hosts good-by, and they retired happy and ccm- 
tented to their apartments to count ^teir spoons. 

We had 2q)ent the best part of half a day in the 
home of royalty, and had been as cheerful and com- 
fortable all the time as we could have been in the 
ship. I would as soon have thought of being dieer- 
ful in Abraham's bosom as in the palace of an 
Emperor. I supposed that Emperors were terrible 
people. I thought they never did anything but wear 
magmfioent crowns and red velvet dressing-gowns 
with dabs of wocd sewed on them in spots, and sit 
on thrones and scowl at the iShinkies and the people 
in the parqoette, and order Dukes and Dudiesses 
off to eseoution. I find, however, that when one is 
so fortunate as to get behind the scenes and see them 
at home and in the privacy of their firesides, they 
are strangely like common mortals. They are 
pleasanter to look upon then than they are in their 
theatrical aspect. It seems to come as natural to 
them to dress and act like other people as it is to 
put a friend's cedar pencil in your podcet when you 
are done using it. But I can never have any con- 
fidence in the tinsel kings of the theater after this. 
It win be a great loss. I used to take such a JJuilling 
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ideasure in them. But, lieieafter, I will turn me 
sadly away and say: 

"This does not answer — this isn't the style of 
king that I am aopiainted with.'' 

When tfaey swagger aroimd the stage in jefwded 
crowns and splendid lobes, I shall fed bound to ob^ 
serve that an the Empenurs that ever I was penonally 
acquainted with wore the commonest sc»i; of clothes, 
and did not swagger. And when they come on the 
stage attended by a vast body-guard of sopes in 
hdmets and tin breastplates, it will be my duty as 
well as my pleasure to inform the ignorant that no 
crowned head of my acquaintance has a soldier any- 
where abolit his house or his person. 

Possibly it may be thought that our party tarried 
too long, or did other improper things, but sudi was 
not the case. The company felt that th^ were 
occupying an unusually responsible position — they 
were representing the peoj^e of America, not the 
government — and therefore they were careful to do 
their best to perform their high mission with credit. 

On the other hand, the Imperial families, no 
doubt, considered that in entertaining us they were 
more especially entertaining the people of America 
than they could by showering attritions on a whole 
platoon of ministers plenipotentiary; and therefore 
they gave to the event its fullest significance, as an 
expression of good wiH and friendly feeling toward 
the entire country. We took the kindnesses we 
received as attentions thus directed, of course, and 
not to ourselves as a party. Iliat we fdt a personal 
pride in being received as the representatives of a 
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fiatioa,ivedoi]otdmy; that we fdt a national pride 
in the warm cordiality ci that receptiofit cannot be 
doubted. 

Our poet has been r^dly suppressed, from the 
time we let go the andior. When it was announced 
that we were going to visit the Brnpacr of Russia, 
the fountains ci his great deep were facoken up, and 
he rained ine£EaUe bosh for f our-and-twenty hours. 
Our original anxiety as to whsA we were going to 
do with ourselves, was suddenly transformed into 
anxiety about wbBt we were going to do with our 
poet. The proUem was solved at last Two alter- 
natives were offered him— he must either swear a 
dreadful oath that he would not issoe a Une of his 
poetry while he was in the Gear's dominions, or dse 
remain under guard on board the ship until we were 
safe at Constantinople again. He fought the di- 
lemma long, but yielded at last It was a great 
ddiverance. Perhaps the savage reader would like 
a specimen ci his style. I do not mean this term to 
be offensive. I cmly use it because "the gentle 
reader'' has been used so often that any change 
from it cannot but be refreshing: 

Save us and sanctify us, and finally, then. 
See good provisioos we enjoy while we joomey 

to Jerusa^^fii. 
For so man proposes, which it is most true, 
And time will wait for none, nor for us too. 

The sea has been unusually rough all day. How- 
ever, we have had a Hvdy time of it, anyhow. We 
have had quite a run of viators. The Govonor- 
General came, and we received him with a salute of 
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xmie guns. He brous^ his family with him. I 
observed that carpets were spread fnnn the pier- 
head to his carriage tor him to walk on, though I 
have seen him walk there without any carpet "^en 
he was not on business. I thought maybe he had 
what the accidental insurance peofde might call an 
extra-hazardous polish (''policy" — joke, but not 
above mediocrity) on his boots, and wished to pro- 
tect them, but I examined and cotdd not see that 
they were blacked any better than usual. It may 
have been that he had forgotten his carpet before, 
but he did not have it with him, anyhow. He was 
an exceedingly pleasant old gentleman; we all liked 
him, especially Blucher. When he went away, Bludier 
invited him to come again and fetch his carpet akmg. 

Prince Dolgorould and a Grand Admiral car two, 
whom we had seen yesterday at the reception, came 
on board also. I was a Uttle distant with these 
parties, at first, because when I have been visiting 
Emperors I do not like to be too famiKar with pecqde 
I only know by reputation, and whose moral charac- 
ters and standing in society I cannot be thoroug^y 
acquainted with. I judged it best to be a fittte 
offish, at first. I said to myself. Princes and Counts 
and Grand Admirals are very well, but they are not 
^nperors, and one cannot be too particular about 
whom he associates with. 

Baron Wrangel came, also. He used to be a Rus- 
sian Ambassador at Washington. I told him I had 
an unde who fell down a shaft and broke himself in 
two, as much as a year before that. That was a 
falsehood, but then I was not going to let any man 
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edipee me on sorprisixig adventures, merely for the 
want of a little invention. The Baron is a fine man, 
and is said to stand high in the Emperor's confidence 
and esteem. 

Baion Ungem-Stemberg, a boisterous, wfaole- 
sotded old nobleman, came with the rest. He is 
a man of progress and enterprise — ^a rqnesentative 
man of the age. He is the Chief Director of the 
railway system of Rt^a — a sort of railroad king. 
In his line he is making things move ak>ng in this 
country. He has traveled extensively in America. 
He sajrs he has tried convict labor on his railroads, 
and with perfect success. He says the convicts 
work well, and are quiet and peaceable. He ob- 
served that he emplo3rs nearly ten thousand of them 
now. This appeared to be another call on my 
resources. I was equal to the emergency. I said 
we had eighty thousand convicts employed on the 
railways in America — all of them under sentence of 
death for murder in the first degree. That closed 
him out. We had General Todleben (the famous 
defender of Sebastopol, during the 8i^;e)» and many 
inferior army and also navy oflScers, and a number 
of unofiSdal Russian ladies and gentlemen. Natu* 
rally, a diampagne luncheon was in order, and was 
accomplished without loss of Ufe. Toasts and jokes 
were discharged freely, but no speedies were made 
save one thanking the Emperor and the Grand Duke, 
through the Governor-General, for our hospitable 
reception, and one by the Governor-General in reply, 
in ^i^ch he returned the Emperor's thanks for the 
q)eech, etc. 
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WS returned to Constantmople, and after a day 
or two spent in exhausting marches about the 
city and voyages up the Golden Horn in caiques, we 
steamed away again. We passed through the Sea of 
Marmora and the Dardanelles, and steered for a new 
land — a new one to tis, at least — ^Asia. We had 
as yet only acquired a bowing acquaintance with it, 
through pleasure excursions to Scutari and the 
t^ons round about. 

We passed between Lemnos and Mytilene, and 
saw them as we had seen Elba and the Balearic Isles 
— mere bulky shapes, with the scrftening mists of 
distance upon them — ^whales in a fog, as it were. 
Then we held our course southward, and began to 
''read up" celebrated Smyrna. 

At an hours of the day and night the sailors in the 
forecastle amused then^elves and aggravated us by 
burlesquing our visit to royalty. The opening para- 
graph of our Address to the Emperor was framed as 
follows: 

''We are a handful of private citizens of America, 
traveling simply for recreation — and unostentatious- 
ly, as becomes our unofficial state — and, therefore, 
we have no excuse to tender for presenting ourselves 
before your Majesty, save the desire of offering our 
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grateful acknowledgments to the lord of a realm 
which, through good and through evil report, has 
been the steadfast friend of the land we love so 
well." 

The third cook, crowned with a resplendent tin 
basin and wrapped royBlly in a table-doth mottled 
with grease-spots and coflfee-stains, and bearing a 
scepter that looked strangely like a belaying pill, 
walked upon a dilapidated carpet and perched him- 
self on the capstan, careless of the flying spray; his 
tarred and weather-beaten Chamberlains, Pukes, and 
Lord High Admirals surrounded him, arrayed in all 
the pomp that spare tarpaulins and remnants ci old 
sails could furnish. Then the visiting ''\^tch be- 
low," transformed into gracdess ladies and uncouth 
pilgrims, by rude travesties upon waterfalls, hoop- 
skirts, white kid gloves, and swallow-tail coats, moved 
solemnly up the ccunpanionway, and bowing low, 
began a system of complicated and extraordinary 
smiling which few monarchs cotdd look upon and 
live. Then the mock consul, a slush-fdastered deck- 
sweep, drew out a soiled fragment d paper and pro- 
ceeded to read, laboriously: 

''To his Imperial Majesty, Alexander II., Em- 
peror of Russia: 

"We are a handful of private citizens of America, 
traveling simply for recreation — and unostentatious- 
ly, as becc»nes our unofficial state — and, therefore, 
we have no excuse to tender for presenting ourselves 
before your Majesty — " 

The Emperor — *'Then what the devil did you 
come for?" 
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— ''Save the desire of oBeiing our grateful ac- 
knowledgments to the lord of a realm which — " 

The Emperor — **0h, d — n the Address! — ^read 
it to the police. Chamberlain, take these people 
over to my brother, the Grand Duke's, and give 
them a square meaL Adieu! I am bappy — ^I am 
gratified— I am delighted — I am bored. Adieu, 
adieu — ^vamose the ranch! The First Groom of the 
Palace will proceed to count the portable articles of 
value belonging to the premises." 

The farce then closed, to be repeated again with 
every change of the watches, and embellished with 
new and stiU more extravagant inventions of pomp 
and conversation. 

At all times d the day and night the phraseology 
of that tiresome address fell upon our ears. Grimy 
sailors came down out of the foretop placidly an- 
nouncing themselves as "a handful of private citi- 
zens of America, traveling simply for recreation and 
unostentatiously," etc.; the coal-passers moved to 
their duties in the profound depths of the ship, ex- 
plaJnJTig the blackness of their faces and their un- 
couthness of dress, with the reminder that ^:vwere 
"a handful of private citizens, traveling simply for 
recreation," etc., and when the cry rang through 
the vessel at midnight: ''Eight bblls! — larboard 
WATCH, TURN out!" the larboard watch came gap- 
ing and stretching out of their den, with the ever- 
lasting formula: ''Aye, aye, sir! We are a handful 
of private citizens of America, traveling simply for 
recreation, and unost^itatiously, as becomes otu* un- 
official State!" 
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As I was a mend^er of the committee, and helped 
to frame the Address, these sarcasms came home to 
me. I never heard a sailw proclaiming himself as a 
handful of American citizens traveling for recreation, 
but I wished he might trip and fall overboard, and 
so reduce his handful by one individual, at least. I 
never was so tired of any <»ie phrase as the sailors 
made me of the opening sentence of the Address to 
the Emperor ci Rusaa. 

This seaport of Smjrma, our first notaUe acquaint- 
ance in AsUi, is a closely packed city of cme hundred 
and thirty thousand inhabitants, and, Hke Constan- 
tinople, it has no outskirts. It is as dosdy packed at 
its outer edges as it is in the center, and then the 
habitations leave suddenly <^ and the plain beycmd 
seems housele^. It is just like any other Oriental 
city. That is to say, its Moslem houses are heavy 
and dark, and as omifortless as so many tombs; its 
streets are crooked, rudely and rot^hly paved, and 
as narrow as an ordinary staircase; the streets uni- 
formly carry a man to any other place than the one 
he wants to go to, and surprise him by landing him 
in the most unexpected localities; business is chiefly 
carried on in great covered bazars, celled like a 
honeycomb with inntunerable shops no larger than 
a conmicm closet, and the whole hive cut up into a 
maze of alleys about wide enough to acconunodate 
a laden camd, and well calculated to confuse a 
stranger and eventually lose him; everywhere there is 
dirt, everywhere there are fleas, everjrwhere there are 
lean, broken-hearted dogs; every aJley is thronged 
with people; wherever you look, your eye rests 
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upon a wild masquerade of extravagant coetumes; 
^e workshops are all open to the streets, and the 
workmen visible; all manner (A sounds assail the 
ear, and over them all rings out the mueszin's cry 
from some tall minaret, calling the faitiiful vaga- 
txnids to prayer; and superior to the call to prayer, 
the noises in the streets, the interest of the costumes 
— superior to everything, and claiming the bulk of 
attention first, last, and all the time — is a comtrina- 
tion of Mohammedan stenches, to which the smdl of 
even a Chinese quarter would be as {feasant as the 
roasting odors of the fatted calf to the nostrils d the 
returning Prodigal. Such is Oriental luxury — such 
is Oriental splendm! We read about it all our days, 
but we c(»nprehend it not until we see it. &nyma 
is a very old dty. Its name occurs several tin^s in 
the BiUe, one or two of the disciples of Christ visited 
it, and here was located one dt the original seven 
apocalyptic churches spoken of in Revelations. 
These cfaurdies were symbolized in the Scriptures 
as candlesticks, and on certain conditions there was a 
sort of im^^ed promise that Smyrna should be en- 
dowed with a **cro?m of hfe." She was to **be 
faithful unto death" — those were the terms. She 
has not kept up her faith straight along, but the 
pilgrims that wander hither consider that she has 
come near enough to it to save her, and so they point 
to the fact that Smyrna to-day wears her crown of 
Hfe, and is a great city, with a great commerce and 
full of energy, wUle the cities wherein were located 
the other six churdies, and to which no crown of life 
was promised, have vanished from the earth. So 
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&nyma really still possesses her crown ol Uf e» in 
a business pc»nt of view. Her career^ for eighteen 
centuries, has been a chequered one, and she has 
been under the rule of princes ci many creeds, yet 
there has been no season during all that time, as far 
as we know (and during such seasons as she was 
inhabited at all), that she has been without her little 
community of Qiristians "faithftd unto death." 
Hers was the only church against which no threats 
were implied in the Revelation, and the only one 
which survived. 

With Ephesus, forty miles from here, where was 
located another (rf the seven diurches, the case was 
diflEerent. The "candlestick" has been removed 
from Ephesus. Her light has been put out. Pil- 
grims, alwajrs prone to find prophecies in the Bible, 
and often where none exist, speak cheerfully and 
complacently of poor ruined Ephesus as the victim 
of prophecy. And yet there is no sentence that 
promises, without due qualification, the destruction 
of the city. The words are: 

Remember, therefore, from whence thou art fallen, and 
repent, and do the first works; or else I will come unto thee 
quickly, and wiU remove thy candlestick out of his place, 
except thou repent. 

That is all; the other verses are singularly com^^ 
mentorv to Ephesus. The threat is qualified. There 
is no history to show that she did not repent. But 
the cruelest habit the modem prophecy-savans have 
is that one of coolly and arbitrarily fitting the 
prophetic shirt on to the wrong man. They do it 
without regard to rhyme or reason. Both the cases 
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I have just mentioned are instanoes in point. Those 
''prophecies" are distinctty leveled at the ** churches 
cf Bphesus, Smyrna," etc., and yet the pilgrims 
invariably make them refer to the cities instead. No 
crown of Hf e is promised to the town of Smyrna and 
its ccnnmerce, but to the handful of Christians who 
formed its ''church." If they were "faithful unto 
death," they have their crown now — but no amount 
of faithfulness and l^;al shrewdness combined cpuld 
legitimately drag the city into a participation in the 
inomises of the prophecy. The stately language of 
the Bible refers to a crown of Uf e whose luster will 
reBect the day-beams ci the endless ages of eternity, 
not the butterfly ^dstence of a dty built by men's 
hands, which must pass to dust with the builders 
and be forgotten even in the mere handful of cen- 
turies vouchsafed to the solid world itself between 
its cradle and its grave. 

The fashion of delving out fulfilments of prophecy 
where that prophecy consists of mere "ifs," trenches 
upon the absurd. Suppose, a thousand years from 
now, a malarious swamp builds itself up in the 
shallow harbor of Smyrna, or something dse Idlls 
the town; and suppose, also, that within that time 
the swamp that has filled the renowned harbor of 
Ephesus and rendered her ancient site deadly and 
uninhabitable to-day, becomes hard and healthy 
ground; suppose the natural consequence ensues, to 
wit: that Smyrna becomes a melancholy ruin, and 
Ephesus is rebuilt. What would the prophecy- 
savans say? They would coolly skip over ovuc age 
of the world, and say: "Smyrna was not faithftd 
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unto death, and so her crown of life was denied her; 
Ephesus repented, and lo! her candlestick was not 
removed. Behold these evidences! How wonder* 
ftd is prophecy!" 

Smjrma has been utteiiy destrojred six times, if 
her crown of life had been an insurance policy, she 
would have had an opportunity to collect on it tiie 
first time she fell. But she holds it on sufferance 
and by a complimentary construction d language 
which does not refer to her. Six different times, 
however, I suppose some infatuated prophecy* 
enthusiast blundered along and said, to the infinite 
disgust of Smjrma and the Smymiotes: "In sooth, 
here is astounding ftdfilment of prophecy! Sm3rma 
hath not been faithful unto death, and behold her 
crown of life is vanished from her head. Verily, 
these things be astonishing!" 

Such things have a bad influence. They provoke 
worldly men into using lig^t conversation concerning 
sacred subjects. Thick-headed commentators upon 
the Bible, and stupid preachers and teachers, work 
more damage to religion than sensible, cod-brained 
clergy m en can fig^t away i^;ain, toil as they may. 
It is not good judgment to fit a crown of life upon a 
city which has been destroyed six times. That other 
dass of wiseacres who twist prophecy in such a 
manner as to make it promise the destruction and 
desdation of the same dty, use judgment just as 
bad, since the dty is in a veiy flourishing condition 
now, unhappily for them. These things put argu- 
ments into tiie mouth of infidelity. 

A portion of the dty is pretty exdushrely Turk- 
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kh; the Jews have a qtiarter to themselves; the 
Franks another qtiarter; so, also, with the Armeni- 
ans. The Armenians, of course, are Christians. 
Their housd^ are large, dean, airy, handsomely 
paved with black and ^dute sqnares of marble, and 
in the center of many of them is a square court, 
v^ch has in it a luxtuiant flower-garden and a 
sparkling fountain; the doors of all the rooms open 
on this. A very wide hall leads to the street-docMr, 
and in this the women sit, the nK>8t of the day. In 
the cool of the evening they dress up in their best 
raiment and show themsdves at the door. They are 
all comdy of countenance, and exceedingly neat and 
deanly; they look as if they were just out of a band- 
box. Some of the young ladies — ^many of them, I 
may say — are even very beautiful; they average a 
shade better than American girls — ^which treasonable 
words I pray may be forgiven me. They are very 
sociable, and win smile back when a stranger smiles 
at tbem, bow bade when he bows, and talk bade if 
he speaks to them. No introduction is required. 
An hour's chat at the door with a pretty girl one 
never saw before, is easily obtained, and is very 
ideasant. I have tried it. I could not talk an3rthing 
but English, and the girl knew nothing but Greek, 
or Armenian, or some such barbarous tongue, but 
we got along very weU. I find that in cases like 
these, the fact that you cannot comprehend each 
other isn't much of a drawback. In that Russian 
town of Yalta I danced an astonishing sort of dance 
an hour long, and one I had not heard of before^ 
with a very pretty girl, and we talked incessantly, 
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and laughed exhaustingly» and neither one ever 
knew what the other was driving at. But it was 
splendid. There were twenty people in the set, and 
the dance was very lively and complicated. It was 
complicated enough without me — ^with me it was 
more so. I threw in a figure now and then that 
surprised those Russians. But I have never ceased 
to think of that girl. I have written to her, but I 
cannot direct the epistle because her name is one of 
those nine- jointed Russian afiairs, and there are not 
letters enough in our alphabet to hold out. I am 
not reckless enough to try to pronounce it when I 
am awake, but I make a staggpr at it in my dreams, 
and get up with the lockjaw in the morning. I am 
fading. I do not take my meals now, with any sort 
of r^^ularity. Her dear name haunts me still in my 
dreams. It is awftd on teeth. It never comes out 
of my mouth but it fetches an old snag along with 
it. And then the lockjaw closes down and nips off 
a couple of the last syllables — but they taste good. 
Coming throu£^ the Dardanelles, we saw camel- 
trains on shore with the glasses, but we were never 
dose to one till we got to Smyrna. These camels 
are very much larger than the scrawny spedmens 
one sees in the menagerie. They stride along these 
streets, in single file, a dozen in a train, with heavy 
loads on their backs, and a fancy-looking n^;ro in 
Turkish costume, or an Arab, preceding them on a 
little donkey and completely overshadowed and 
rendered insignificant by the huge beasts. To see a 
camel-train laden with the spices of Arabia and the 
rare fabrics of Persia come marching through the 
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narrow allejrs of the bazar, among porters with 
their burdens, money-changers, lamp-merchants, 
Ahiaschars in the glassware business, 'x>ortly cross- 
l^^ged Turks smoking the famous narghili, and the 
crowds drifting to and fro in the fanciful costtunes 
of the East, is a genuine revelation of the Orient. 
The picttu^ lacks nothing. It casts you back at 
once in your forgotten boyhood, and again you 
dream over the wonders of the Arabian Nights; 
again your companions are princes, your lord is the 
Caliph Haroun Al Raschid, and your servants are 
terrific giants and genii that come with smoke and 
lightning and thunder, and go as a storm goes when 
they depart! 
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CHAPTER XII 

WE inquired and learned that the lions of 
Smyrna consisted of the ruins of thejandent 
citadel, whose broken and prodigious battlements 
frown upon the city from a lofty hill just in the edge 
of the town — the Mount Pagus of Scripture, they 
call it; the site of that one of the seven apocal]rptic 
churches of Asia which was located here in the first 
c^tury of the Christian era; and the grave and the 
place of martyrdom of the venerable Polycarp, who 
suffered in Smyrna for his religion some eighteen 
hundred years ago. 

We took little donkeys and started. We saw 
Polycarp's tomb, and then hurried on. 

The ''Seven Churches" — ^thus they abbreviate 
it — came next on the list. We rode there — about 
a mile and a half in the sweltering sun — and visited 
a little Greek church which they said was built upon 
the ancient site; and we paid a small fee, and the 
holy attendant gave each of us a little wax candle as 
a remembrance of the place, and I put mine in my 
hat and the sun melted it and the grease all ran 
down the back of my neck; and so now I have not 
anything left but the wick, and it is a sorry and 
wilted-looking wick at that. 

Several of us argued as well as we could that the 
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''ditirch'' mentknied in the Bible meant a party of 
Qiristianst and not a boilding; that the Bible spoke 
of them as being very poor — so ixxmt, I thought, 
and so subject to persecution (as per Polycarp's 
martjrrdom) that in the first place they probably 
could not have afforded a church edifice, and in the 
second would not have dared to build it in the open 
h^t of day if they could; and finally, that if they 
had had the privilege of building it, common judg- 
ment would have suggested that they build it some* 
where near the town. But the eiders of the ship's 
family ruled us down and scouted our evidences. 
However, retribution came to them afterward. They 
found that they had been led astray and had gone to 
the wrong place; they discovered that the accepted 
site is in the city. 

Riding throu^ the town, we could see marks of 
the six Smymas that have existed here and been 
burned up by fire or knocked down by earthquakes. 
The hills and the rocks are rent astmder in places, 
excavations expose great bk>dcs of building-stone 
that have lain buried for ages, and all the mean 
houses and walls of modem Smyrna along the way 
are spotted white with broken pillars, capitals, and 
fragments of sculptured marble that once adorned 
the lordly palaces that were the gkny of the dty in 
the oklen time. 

The ascent of the hill of tiie citadel is very ^;eep, 
and we jmx^eded rather slowly. But there were 
matters of interest about us. In one place, five 
hundred feet above the sea, the perpendicular bank 
on the VLppear side of the road was ten or fifteen feet 
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hig^ and the cat expo&ed three vetns of oyster- 
shells, just as we have seen quarts veins exposed in 
the catting <rf a road in Nevada or Montana. The 
veins were about eij^teen inches thick and two or 
Uiree feet apart, and they slanted along downward 
for a distance of thirty feet or mote, and then dis- 
appeared where the cut joined the road. Heaven 
only knows how far a man mi^t trace them by 
"stripping." They were dean, nice oyster-^ells, 
large, and just like any other osrster-shells. They 
were thickly massed together, and none were scat- 
tered above or below the veii». Each one was a 
well^efined lead by itself, and witiiout a spur. My 
first instinct was to set up the usual — 

NOTICE 

We, the tmdetsigiied, daim five daims of two hundred Ceet 
each (and one for diacovery) on tiiia ledge or lode of pyster- 
dieila, with all its dips, spats, aasle8» variattoos, and Mnnflritimj 
and fifty feet on each ^le of the same, to work it, etc, etc, 
according to the mining laws of Smyrna. 

They were such perfectly natural-looldng leads 
that I could hardly keep from ''taking them up.'' 
Among the oyster-shdk were mixed many fragmmts 
of ancient, broken crockeryware. Now how did 
those masses <^ oyster-shells get there? I cannot 
determine. Brokoi crockery and oyster-shells are 
suggestive of restaurants — but then they could have 
had no such places away up there on that mountain- 
side in our time, because nobody has lived up there. 
A restaurant would not pay in such a stony, forbid- 
ding, desolate place. And besides, there were no 
champagne corks among the shells. If there ever 
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ivas a restauraiit tiiei^ it most haTe been in Sm 
palmy dajTS* when the hills were covered with pal^^ 
I could beheve in one restaurant, on those terms; 
but then how about the three? Did they have res- 
taurants there at three different periods of the 
world? — because there are two or three feet of solid 
earth between the oyster leads. Evidently, the 
restaurant scdution will not answer. 

The hill mig^ have been the bottom of the sea, 
once, and been hfted up, with its oyster-beds, by an 
earthquake — but, then, how about the crodrery? 
And, moreover, how about ^ee oyster-beds, one 
above another, and thick strata of good honest 
earth between? 

That theory will not do. It is just possible that 
this hin is Mount Ararat, and that Noah's Ark rested 
here, and he ate oysters and threw the shells over- 
board. But that will not do, either. There are the 
three layers again and the sdid earth between — 
and, betides, there were only ei^^t in Noah's family, 
and th^ could not have eaten aU these oysters in the 
two or three months they stayed on top of that 
mountain. The beasts— however, it is stmjdy ab- 
surd to suppose he did not know any more than to 
feed the beasts on oyster suppers. 

It is painful — it is even humiliating — but I am 
reduced at last to one slender theory: that the 
oysters cUmbed up there of their own accord. But 
what object could they have had in view? — ^what 
did they want tip there? What could any oyster 
want to dimb a hill for? To dimb a IdU must 
necessarily be ftitiguing and annoying exercise for 
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an 4>y9ter. The nocrt natural ea oo d uao p iraidd be 
that the ajFstera cHmbed up theie to look at the 
somery. Yet when one ctnnes to i^cflect upon the 
nature oi an oyster, it teems i>lain that he does not 
cafe for scenery. An oyster has no taste for sodi 
things; he cares nothkig for the beantifuL An 
oyster is of a retjiiog di^x^tion, and not Hvely — 
not even cheeif id above the bveraee, and never 
eateiprising. But;, above all an oyster does not 
take any interest in scenery— he scorm it. What 
have I arrived at now? Siniply at the point I 
started fcom, namely, those ^sttr-sheUs are 1her$, in 
regular layers, five hundmi feet above the sea, and 
no man knows how they got there. I have hunted 
vig the guide-books* and the gist of what they say 
is this: ''They are there, but how they got there 
is a mystery.** 

Twenty-fi^ years ago, a suiltitude of people in 
America put on their asoeodon robes, took a tearful 
leave of their friends, and made ready to fly up into 
heaven at the first blast of the tnmq)et. But the 
angel did not Uow it. MtUer's r e eur rec tk Mi day was 
a failure* The MiUerites were dngustod. I did not 
susi^ect that there were Mstters in Asia Minor, but a 
gentleman tells me that they had it all set for the 
world to come to aa end in Smyrna, one day about 
three years ago. There was mudi busing and 
preparation for a hmg time previously, and it cul- 
minated in a wild excitenisnt at the appointed time. 
A vast number of the populace ascended the citadel 
hill eatly in the morning, to get out ot the way of 
the seneral destruction, and many of the infatuated 
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floMd up tibeir abops aod r^ired from all earthly 
bufiiaeGG. But the strangle part of it was that about 
three in the af ternoon, while this gentleman and his 
fdends were at dinner in the hotel, a terrific storm 
cf rain, accompanied by thunder and lightning, 
broke forth and continued with dire fury for two or 
three hours. It was a thing unprecedented in 
Smyrna at that time of the year, and scared some 
of the most skeptical. The streets ran rivers and 
the hotel floor was flooded with water. The dinner 
had to be suspended. When the storm finished and 
left everybody drenched through and through, and 
melanchdy and half -drowned, the ascensionists came 
down from the mountain as dry as so many charity* 
sermons! They had been looking down upon the 
fearful storm going on below, and really believed 
that their proposed destruction of the world was 
proving a grand success. 

A railway here in Asia — in the dreamy realm of 
the Orient — in the fabled land of the Arabian 
Nights — is a strange thing to think of. And yet 
they have one already, and are building another. 
The present one is well built and well conducted, by 
an English company, but is not doing an immense 
anfiount of business. The first year it carried a good 
many passengers, but its freight list only comprised 
eifi^t hundred pounds of figsl 

It runs almost to the very gates of Ephesus — a 
town great in aU ages of the world — a city familiar 
to readers of the Bible, and one which was as old as 
the very lulls when the disciples of Christ preached 
in its streets. It dates back to the shadowy ages of 
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traditioii, and was the hirthplaoe of gods iMiowDad 
in Grecian myihciogy. The idea of a locomotive 
tearing through sudi a place as this, and waking the 
phantoms of its (Ad days of romance out of their 
dreams of dead and gone centuries, is curious 
enough. 

We journey thither to-morrow to see the cele- 
brated ndns. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

THIS has been a stuiing day. The superinten- 
dent of the railway put a train at our disposal, 
and did us the further kindness of accompanying us 
to Ephesus and giving to us his watchful care. We 
brought sixty scarcely perceptible donkeys in the 
freight-cars, for we had much ground to go over. 
We have seen some of the most grotesque costumes, 
along the line of the raiht)ad, that can be imagined. 
I am g^ad that no possible combination of words 
could describe them, for I mig^t then be fodish 
enough to attempt it. 

At ancient Ayassalook, in the midst of a forbid- 
ding desert, we came upon long lines of ruined 
aqueducts, and other renmants of architectural 
grandeur, that told us plainly enough we were near- 
ing what had been a metropdis once. We left the 
train and mounted the donkeys, along with our 
invited guests — pleasant young gentlemen from the 
officers' Ust of an American man-of-war. 

The little donkeys had saddles upon them whidi 
were made very high in order that the rider's feet 
might not drag the ground. The preventative did 
not work well in the cases of our tallest pilgrims, 
however. There were no bridles — ^nothing but a 
single rope, tied to the bit. It was purely oma- 
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mental, for the donkey cared nothing for it. U he 
were drifting to starboard, you might put your hehn 
down hard the other way, if it were any satisfaction 
to you to do it, but he would continue to drift to 
starboard all the same. There was only one process 
whidi could be depended on, and that was to get 
down and lift his rear around until his head pointed 
in the ri|^ direction, or take him under your aim 
and cany him to a part of the road wliidi he cotdid 
not get out of without dtmbing. T|tie sun flamed 
down as hot as a furnace, aod neckHscarfs, veils, and 
umbrellas seemed hardly any protection; tbeysenred 
only to make the long procession look more than 
ever fantastic — for be it known the ladies were all 
riding astride because they could not stay on tibe 
shapeless saddles sidewise, the men were perspiring 
and out of temper, their feet were banging against 
the rocks, the donkeys were capering in every direc- 
tion but the rig^ one and being bdabored with 
dubs for it, mad every now and then a broad um- 
brella would suddenly go down out of the cavalcade, 
announcing to all liuit one more pilgrim had bitten 
the dust. It was a wilder picture than those soli- 
tudes had seen for many a day. No donkeys ever 
existed that were as hard to navigate as these, I 
think, or that had so many vile, exasperating in- 
stincts. Occasionally, we grew so tired and breath- 
less with fighting them that we had to desist — and 
immediately the donkey would come down to a de- 
liberate walk. This, with the fatigue, and the sun, 
would put a man asle^; and as soon as tiie man 
was asleep, tiie donkey would lie down. My donkey 
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shall never see his boyhood's home again. He bM 
lain <lown once too often. He must die. 

We an stood in the vast tiieater of ancient Efb^ 
SOS — the stone-benched amphitheater, I mean — 
and had our picture taten. We looked as proper 
there as we would look an3rwhere, I suppose. We 
do not embelli^ the general des(dation of a desert 
much. We add what dignity we can to a statdy 
rain with our green umbfdlas and jacka^es, but it 
is little. However, we mean well. 

I wish to say a brief word of the aspect ol Ephesus. 

On a hi|^, steep hill, toward the sea, is a gray 
ruin of ponderous blocks oi marble, wherein, tradi- 
tion sajrs, St. Paul was imprisoned dj^iteen centuries 
ago. Prom these old walls you have the finest view 
of the desc4ate scene where ooce stood Ephesus, 
the proudest dty of andoit times, and whose 
Tenq^ of Diana was so noble in deagn and so 
exquisite of workmandbip, that it raidced high in ihb 
fist ct the Seven Wonders of the World. 

Behind 3rou is the sea; in front is a level greeA 
valley (a mardi, in fact), extending far away amot^ 
the mountains; to the rig^t of the front view is the 
did dtadd of Ayassalook, on a high hill; the ruined 
mosque of the Sultan Sdim stands near it in tbt 
plain (this is built over the grave of St. John, and 
was formerly a C3iristian diurdi); further towaid 
you is the hill of Prion, around whose front is 
clustered all that remains ct the ruins of Ephesus 
that still stand; divided from it by a narrow vaBey 
is the long, rocky, rugged mountain of Coressus. 
The scene is a pretty one, and 3^ desolate— for 
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in that wide plain no man can live» and in it is no 
htiman habitaticMi. But for the crumbling ardies 
and monstrous piers and brcdcen walls that rise 
from the foot of the hill of Prion, one could not 
bdieve that in this place once stood a dty whose 
renown is older than tradition itself. It is incredible 
to reflect that things as familiar all over the world 
to-day as household words belong in the history 
and in the shadowy l^;ends of this silent, mournful 
solitude. We speak of Apollo and of Diana— they 
were bom here; of the metamorphosis of Syrinx 
into a reed — it was dcme hese; of the great god 
Pan— he dwdt in the caves of this hill of Coressus; 
of the Amazons — ^this was their best-prized home; 
of Bacchus and Hercules — both fought the warlike 
women here; of the C^dpps — ^they laid the ponder- 
ous marUe blocks of sc»ne of the ruins yonder; of 
Homer — ^this was one of his many birthplaces; of 
CSmon of Athens; of Aldbiades, Lysander, Ag^- 
laus — ^they visited here; so did Alexander the 
Great; so did Hannibal and Antiochus, Scipio, 
Lucullus, and Sylla; Brutus, Cassius, Pompey, 
Cicero, and Augustus; Antony was a judg^ in this 
place, and left his seat in the open court, while the 
advocates were speaking, to run after Cleopatra, 
who passed the door; from this dty these two sailed 
on pleasure excursions, in galleys with silver oars 
and perfumed sails, and with companies of beautiful 
girls to serve them, and actors and musicians to 
amuse them; in days that seem almost modem, so 
remote are they frcun the early history of this dty, 
Paid the Apostle preached the new religion heret 
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sod 80 ^d Jcbaip sad here it is sopposed the formar 
was pitted against wild beasts, for in I Corinthiaas, 
3Ev: $3, he says: 

If after the manner of men I have fous^ with beasts at 
'Bphesos [etc] 

when many men stall lived who had seen the Christ; 
here Mary Magdalen died, and here the Virgin Mary 
ended her days with John, albeit Rome has sinoe 
judged it best to locate her grave elsewfaece; six or 
seven hundred years ago — almost yesterday, as it 
were — ^troops of mail-dad Crusaders thronged the 
streets; and to come down to trifles, we speak of 
meandering streams, and find a new interest in a 
common word when we discover that the crooked 
river Meander, in ]^onder valley, gave it to our 
dictioiiary. It makes me feel as old as these dreary 
hills to look down upon these moss*htmg ruins, this 
historic desolation. One may read the Scriptures 
and believe, but he cannot go and stand jronder in 
the ruined theater and in imagination peo[de it 
agpin with the vanished multitudes who mobbed 
Paul's comrades there and shouted, with one voice, 
^'Great is Diana ci the Ephesiansr The idea of 
a shout in such a solitude as this almost makes one 
shudder. 

It was a wondecf td city, this Ephesus. Go where 
you wiU about these bioad plains, you find the most 
exquisitely sculptured marble fragments scattered 
thick am(»ig the dust and weeds; and protruding 
from the ground, or lying prone upon it, are beau* 
tiful fluted columns of porpbyry and all predous 
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niarfaies; and at eyery step you find otegaiilfyoarvod 
capitals and massive bases, and pofiidied tablets 
engraved with Greek inscriptions. It is a wodd of 
precious relics, a wUdemess of marred and mutilated 
gems. And yet what are these things to the won- 
ders that Ke buried here under the ground? At 
Constantinople, at Pisa, in the cities of Spain, ate 
great mosques and cathedrals, wbose grandest col«* 
limns came from the temples and palaces of Bphesos, 
and yet one has only to scratch the ground here to 
matdi them. We shall nerer know what magmfi- 
oence is, until this imperial city is laid bare to the 
sun. 

Hie finest piece of sculptere we have yet seat 
and the one that impressed its most (for we do not 
know much about art and cannot easily work txp 
oorsdves into ecstasies over it), is one that Ues in 
this old theater of Ephesus ^^ch St. Paul's riot 
has made so celebrated. It is only tiie heacfless 
body of a man, dad in a coat of mail, with a Medusa 
head upon the breastplate, but we feel persuaded 
that such dignity and such majesty were never 
thrown into a form of stone befiore. 

What builders they were, these men of antiquity! 
The massive ardies of some of these ruins rest upon 
piers that are fifteen feet square and built entirely of 
solid blocks of marble, some of which are as laige 
as a Saratoga trunk, and some the stae of a boarding- 
house sofa. They are not shdls or shafts ot stone 
filled inside with rubbish, but the whole pier is a 
mass of solid masonry. Vast arches, that may have 
been the gates of the city, are built in the same way. 
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They have faraved the stormB and sii^^ of tfaiee 
thousand years, and have been shaken by many an 
earthquake, but stili they stand. When tb^ dig 
alongside of them, they find ranges of ponderous 
masonry that are as perfect in every detail i» they 
were the day those old Qrdopean gumts finished 
ibem. An English compeiqr is going to excavate 
Ephesus — and theni 
And now am I reminded of — 

THB LBGBND OF TKB SBVSN 8LBBPMt8 

In the Mount of Prion, yonder, is the Cave of the 
Seven Sleepexs. Once upon a time, about fifteen 
hundred years i^, seven young men lived near each 
other in Ephesus, who bdonged to the de^)ised sect 
of the Christians. It came to pass that the good 
King Maximiliantts (I am telUng tins story for nice 
Kttle boys and girls), it came to pass, I say, that 
the good King Maximilianus fell to persecuting the 
Christians, and as time rolled on he made it very 
warm for them. So the seven young men said one to 
the other, Let us get up and travel. And they got 
up and traveled. They tarried not to bid their 
&tfaers and mothers good-by, or any friend they 
knew. They only took certain moneys which their 
par»its had, and garments that bekmged unto their 
friends, whereby tbey might remember them when 
far away; and they took also the dog Ketmehr, 
which was the property of their neis^bor Makhus, 
because the beast did run his head into a noose wfaidi 
one of the yotmg men was carrying carelessly, and 
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they liad not time to ideue him; and they took also 
certain cfa j oke aa that seemed lonely in the neig^ibor- 
ing coops, and likewise some tattles of carious 
Hquors that stood near the grocer^s window; and 
then they departed from the city. By and by they 
came to a marvelous cave in the Hill of Prion and 
entered into it and feasted, and presently they 
hurried on again. But they forgot the bottles of 
curious liquors, and left them bdund. They travded 
in many lands, and had many strange adventures. 
They were virtuous young men, and lost no oppor- 
tunity that fell in their way to make their livelihood. 
Their motto was in these words, namdy, ''Pro 
crastination is the thief of time." And so, when- 
ever they did come upon a man who was alone, 
they said. Behold, this person hath the ^idiere- 
withal — let us go through him. And they went 
through him. At the end of five years tl^y had 
waxed tired of travel and adventure, and longed to 
levisit their cid home ^[ain and hear the voices and 
see the faces tliat were dear unto their youth. There- 
fore they went through such parties as feU in their 
way where they sojourned at that time, and jour- 
neyed back toward Ephesus again. For the good 
King Maximilianus was become c on verted unto the 
new faith, and the Christians rejoiced because they 
were no longer persecuted. One day as the sun went 
down, they came to the cave in the Mount of Prion, 
and they said» eadi to his fellow, Let us sleep here, 
and go and feast and make merry with our friends 
when the morning cometh. And eadi of the seven 
lifted up his voice and said, It is a whiz. So they 
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went in, and k>, wfaoe they liad put thwn, these 
lay the bottlei of strange fiqoors, and they judged 
that ag^ had not impaired their esoeUenoe. Wheran 
the wanderers weie right, and the heads o£ the same 
were level. So each of the young men drank six 
bottles, and behold they ftit very tired, then, and 
lay down and slept soundly. 

When they awoke, one of them, Johannes — sur- 
named Smithianus — said. We are naked. And it 
was sa Their raiment was all gone, and the money 
which they had gotten from a stranger whom they 
had proceeded through as they approached the city, 
was lying upon the giound, corroded and rusted and 
defaced. Likewise the dog Ketmdir was gone, and 
nothing save the brass that was upon his coUar re- 
mained. They wondered much at these things. 
But they took the money, and they wrapped about 
their bodies some leaves, and came up to the top of 
the hilL Then were they peri^exed. The wonder- 
ful temple of Diana was gone; many grand edifices 
they had never seen before stood in the city; men 
in strange garbs moved about the streets, and every 
thing was chai^^ed. 

Jc^iannes said. It hardDy seems like Bphesos. Yet 
hoe is the great gymnasium; here is the mighty 
theater, wherein I have seen seventy thousand men 
assembled; here is the Agora; there is the font where 
the sainted John the Baptist immersed the converts; 
yonder is tl^ prison of the good St. Paul, where we 
all did use to go to touch the ancient chains that 
bound him and be cured of our distempers; I see 
the tomb of the disciple Luke, and afar off is the 
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dmcdi w heiem repose the adits o£ the bbij Jofan^ 
wimn the Chrirtians of Ephesus go tmk» a year to 
gather the dust from the tcnnb, which is able to make 
bodies wfacde agaia that are oomipted by disease, 
and oteoDse the soul frcin sin; but see how ti^ 
wharves encroach upon the sea, and what multitudes 
of ships are anchored in the bay; see, also, how the 
(Aby hath stx^dached abroad, far over the vall^ be- 
hind Prion, and even unto the walls of A}ra6Sidook; 
and k>, all the hiUs are white with palaces and ribbed 
with colonnades of marble. How migHty is Bphesus 
become! 

And wondering at what their eyes had seen, they 
went down into the city and purchased garments and 
dotbed ti^msdves. And when they would have 
passed on, the merchant bit the coins which they had 
given lum, with Us teeth, and ttaned them about 
and lookad curiously upon them, and cast tiiem upon 
his counter, and listened if they rang; and then he 
said. These be bogus. And they said, DepBirt thou 
to Hades, and went their way. When they were 
come to their houses, they recognized them, albeit 
they seemed old and mean; and they rejoiced, and 
were s^. Tbqr ran to the doors, and knodced, 
and strangers opened, and looked inquirhigly tqxxi 
them. And they said, with great exdtement, vAdle 
their hearts beat high, and the cokr in their faces 
came and went. Where is my father? Where is 
my mother? Where are Dionysms and Serapi<»i, 
and Ferides, and Dedus? And the strangers that 
opened said, We know not these. The Seven said, 
How, you know them not? How long have ye 
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divdt bece^ mad ifMtimt aee they gone that dwdt 
here before ye? Amd Urn strangers said. Ye i^y 
iqxMiiisiinEdia jent^yoongmen; we and our fathers 
have aojonmed nnder these roofs these six genera^ 
tioDe; the names ye utter rat xtpcm the tofxibs» aiid 
thfy that bose them hsrve run their brief rftoe, haTs 
hmghed and stmg, haiv borne the sorrows and the 
weariness that wme allotted than, and are at rest; 
for ninesGore years the fwifnmers hove come and 
gone, and the autumn leaves have fallen, stnoe the 
cases 6Kled oat of their dwdos and they kid them 
to sleep with ihe dead. 

Then the seten yoong men turned tbsm away from 
their homes, aad the strai^;ens shut the doors upon 
thm:i. The wanderers marveled greatly, and looioed 
into the faces of aft tfaey met, as hoping to findone 
tint they knew; but iJl were strange, and passed 
them by and spake no friendly won! They wera 
scve distressed and sad* Presently they spake unto 
a citizen and swd. Who is King in Bphesus? And 
the dtisen answered and said, Whence come ye that 
ye know not that graat Laertius reigns in E^diesus? 
They looked one at the other, greatly perplexed, and 
presently asked again. Where, then, is the good 
iOng Maximilianas? The dtisen moved him i^xut, 
as one who is afmid, and said, Verily these men be 
mad, and dream dreams, else would they know that 
the King whereof they speak is dead above two 
htandred years agone. 

Th^Q the scales fell from the eyes of the Seven, 
and one said, Alas, that we drank of the curious 
liquors. They have made us weary, and in dream- 
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less sleep tiiese two long oentories have we lain. Our 
homes are descdate, our friends are dead. Behold^ 
the jig is up — let us die. And that same day went 
they forth and laid them down and died. And in 
that selfsame day, likewise, the Sevcn-ttp did cease 
in EpbesQs, for that the Serren that were up were 
down again, and departed and dead witfaaL And 
the names that be upon their toodis, even unto this 
time, are Jduumes Smithiamts, Trumps, Gift, Hif^ 
and Low, Jack, and The Game. And with the 
sleepers £e also the bottles wh ei « u were once the 
curious liquors; and upon them is writ, in ancient 
letters, such words as these — names of heathen gods 
of olden time, perchance: Rumponch, Jinding, 
Bggnog. 

Such is the story of the Seven Stealers (with sHght 
variations), and I know it is true, because I have 
seen the cave mys^. 

Really, so firm a faHh had the ancients in this 
legend, that as late as eight or nine hundred years 
ago, learned travelers hdkl it. in super^tioces fear. 

Two of them record that they ventured into it, 
but ran quiddy out again, not daring to tarry lest 
they should fall asle^ and outlive their great- 
grandchildren a century or sa Even at this day the 
ignorant denizens of the neighboring country jnefer 
not to sleep in it. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

WHEN I last made a memorandum, we wei« 
atEphesus. We are in Syria, now, encamped 
in the mountains of Lebanon* The interregnum has 
been long, both as to time and distance. We 
brou£^t not a relic from Ephesus! After gathering 
up fragments of sculptured marbles and breaking 
ornaments from the interior work of the mosques; 
and after bringing them, at a cost of infinite trouble 
and fatigue, five miles on nmleback to the railway 
depot, a government officer compelled all who had 
such things to db^jorge! He heuA an order from 
Constantinople to look out for our party, and see that 
we carried nothing off. It was a wise, a just, and a 
well-deserved rebuke, but it created a sensation. I 
never resist a temptation to plunder a stranger's 
IHiemises without feeling insufferably vain about it. 
This time I felt proud beyond expression. I was 
serene in the midst of the scoldings that were heaped 
upon the Ottoman government for its affront offered 
to a pleasuring party of entirely respectaUe gentle- 
men and ladies. I said, ''We that have free souls, 
it touches us not." The shoe not only pinched our 
party, but it pinched hard; a principal sufferer dis- 
covered that the imperial order was inclosed in an 
envel€>pe bearing the seal of the British Embassy at 
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Constantinople, and therefore nmst have been in* 
spired by the representative of the Queen. This was 
bad — ^very bad. Coming solely from the Ottomans, 
it might have signified only Ottcxnan hatred of 
Christians, and a vulgar ignorance as to genteel meth- 
ods of expressing it; but coming from the Chris- 
tianized, ^ucated, politic British legation, it simply 
intimated that we were a scxt <^ gentlemen and Udies 
who would bear watching! So the party regar<led 
it, and were incensed accordingly. The truth doubt- 
less was, that the same precautioas would have been 
taken against any travders, because the English 
Company who have acquired the right to excavate 
BphesQS, and have paid a great sum for that right, 
need to be protected, and deserve to be. They can- 
not afford to run the rii^ of having their hospitality 
abased by travelers, e^[)ecially since travders are 
such notorious soomers of honest behavior. 

We sailed from &nyma, in the wildest spirit ef 
expectancy, for the d^ef feature, t^ grand goal of 
the expedition, was near at hand — we were ap- 
I>roadung the Holy Land! Such a burrowing into 
the hold for trunks that had lain buried for weeks^ 
yes, for months; sudi a hunying to and frx> above 
decks and bdbw; such a riotous system of packing 
and unpacking; such a littering up of the cabins 
with shirts and skirts, and indescribable and undass- 
able odds and ends; such a making up of bundles, 
and setting apart of umbrellas, green spectacles, and 
thick veils; sudi a critical inspection of saddles and 
bridles that had never yet touched horses; such a 
cleaning and loading of revolvers and examining of 
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bowkhknivei; such a faalf^Golmg of the seats of 
pantaiooos with serviceable budcddn; then sudi a 
poring oyer andent maps; such a readjng up of 
Bibles and Pafestine travds; sudi a inarking out of 
toutes; sudi exasperating efforts to divide up the 
compa ny into little bands of congenial qmts who 
might make the long and arduous journey without 
quarreling; and morning, noon, and night, such 
mass-meetings in the cabim, such speedi-making, 
such sage suggesting, such worrying and quarreling, 
and sudi a general raising of the very mischief, was 
never seen in the ship before! 

Bnt it is all over now. We are cut up into parties 
of six or eight, and by this time are scattered far and 
wide. Ours is the only <me, however, tiiat is ventur- 
ing oa what is called "'the long trip" — ^that is, out 
into S]n^ by Baalbec to Damascus, and thence 
down through the full length of Palestine. It would 
be a tedious, and also a too risky journey, at this hot 
season of the year, for any but strong, healthy men, 
accustomed somewhat to fatigue and rough life in 
the open air. The other parties will take shorter 
journeys. 

For the last two months we have been in a worry 
about one portion of tiiis Jiciy Land inlgrimage. I 
rrfer to transportation service. We Imew very well 
that Palestine was a country which did not do a large 
passenger business, and every man we came across 
who knew anything about it gave us to understand 
that not half of our party would be able to get drago- 
mans and animals. At Constantinople everybody fell 
to telegraphing ihe American consuls at Alexandria 
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and Bdroitt to gi^e notioe that wt wanted dtago* 
mans and tranqxsrtatioa. Wewefedeq)erate — would 
take horaes, jackasses^ camdopards, kangaroos — 
anything. At Smyrna, more tel^^n^diing was done, 
to the same end. Abo, fearing for the worst, we 
tel^^phed for a large number of seats in the dili- 
gence for Damascus, and lunrses for the ndns of 
Baalbec. 

As mis^t have been expected, a notion got 
abroad in Syria and Egypt that the whole pq^mlation 
of the Province of America (the Turks consider us a 
trifling little province in some unvisited comer of the 
world) woe coming to the Holy Land — and so, 
when we got to Beirout yesterday, we found the 
place full of dragomans and their outfits. We had 
all intended to go by diligence to Damascus, and 
switch off to Baalbec as we went akmg — because we 
expected to rejoin the ship, go to Mount Carmel, 
and take to the woods from there. However, when 
our own private party of eig^t found that it was pos- 
sible, and proper enough, to make the "l<»ig trip,*' 
we adopted that program. We have never been 
much trouble to a consul before, but we have been 
a fearful nuisance to our consul at Beirout. I men- 
tion this because I cannot help admiring his pati^ice, 
his industry, and his accommodating si»rit. I men- 
tion it, also, because I think some of our ship's 
company did not give him as f uU credit for his ex- 
cellent services as he deserved. 

Well, out of our eig^t, three were sdected to 
attend to all business connected with the expedition* 
The rest of us had nothing to do but look at the 
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beantifidcity of Bemmt, wttfa its bris^t, new hooses 
nestled amcmg a wilderness of green shntbbery 
spread abroad over an ttpland that sloped gently 
down to the sea; and also at the mo un tai n s of Leba- 
non that environ it; and Kkewise to bathe in the 
transparent bine water that rcdled its billows about 
the ship (we did not know tliere were diarks there). 
We had also to range up and down through the 
town and look at the costumes. These are pictu- 
lesque and fanciful, but not so varkd as at Constan- 
tinople and Smyrna; the women of Beirout add an 
agony — in the two former cities the sex wear a thin 
veil whidi one can see throu£^ (and they often ex-^ 
pose their ankles), but at Beirout they cover their 
entire faces with dark-colored or blade veils, so that 
they locdc like mmnmies, and then expose their 
br&usts to the pubHc. A young gentleman (I be^ 
Keve he was a Greek) voltmteered to show us around 
the city, and said it would afford him great pleasure* 
because he was studying English and wanted practice 
in that language. When we had finished the totmds, 
however, he called for remuneration — said he hoped 
the gentlemen would give him a trifle in the way of a 
few piasters (equivalent to a few five-cent pieces). 
We did so. The consul was surprised when he 
heard it, and said he knew the youi^ fdlow's family 
very well, and that they were an dd and highly 
req3ectable family and worth a hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars! Some people, so situated, would 
have been ashamed of the berth he had with us and 
his manner of crawling into it. 
At the appointed time our business committee 
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feported, and ssid all tfauigs nere in readiness— tin* 
we were to start today, with faoraes, padc-aniaiali, 
and tents, and go to Baalbec, Damascus, the Sea of 
Tiberias, and thence soothward t^ the way of the 
scene of Jacob's Dream and other notable Bible 
localities to Jerusalem — from thence probably to the 
Dead Sea, but possibly nofr— and then strike for the 
ocean and rejoin the ship three or four weeks hence 
at Joppa; terms, five doUars a day apiece, in gcrid, 
and everjrthing to be furnished by the dragoman. 
They said we would Uve as well as at a hotel. I had 
read something like that before, and d6d not shame 
my judgment by beEeving a word of it. I said n(^- 
ing, however, bnit jmcked up a blanket and a sha^ 
to sleep in, pipes and tobacco, two or three woolen 
durts, a portfolio, a guide-bocdc, and a Bible. I 
also took along a towel and a cake of soap, to insiwe 
respect in the Arabs, who would take me for a 

We were to select our horses at 3 p.m. At that 
hour Abraham, the dragoman, marshaled them be* 
l(»e us. With an solemnity I set it down here, that 
those horses were the hardest lot I ever did ccxne 
across, and their accoutrements were in exquisite 
keeping with their style. One brute had an ejre out; 
another had his tail sawed off dose, like a rabbit, and 
was proud of it; anodier had a bony ridge running 
from his neck to his tail, like one of thoee rmsed 
aqueducts one sees about Rome, and had a neck 
on him like a bowsprit; they all limped, and had 
sore backs, and likewise raw places and old scaks 
scattered about their persons like btass nails in a hair 
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tendc; tiidr gaits were marrelout to coDte a ipi a fci y 
•ad replete with yatiety — andfir wagr the p ro c asaiott 
looicad Hke « fleet in a storm. It was leacfoL 
Blodier 9ho6k his head and said: 

''That dmgoii is gomg to get himacif into troobto 
fetcfaiag these did crates out of the hospital the ws^ 
wBBf are» uHwifti he has got ft peraut. 

I said nothing. The diqilay was esactly aooocdinc 
to the gukie-bocdc, and weie we not tnveiing by the 
Cuade-book? I selected a certain horse because I 
thou^t I saw him shy, and I thoagfat that a hcrse 
that had sfnrit enonfh to Ay was not to be despised. 

At 6 o'dodc P.M. we came to a halt hare on the 
bfeeqr sttmmit d a shapdy mountain overlooking 
the sea, and the handsome vaBey where dwelt some 
cf those etttarprising Fhoemcians cf ancient times 
we read so mndi about; all around us are what were 
onoe the domtnions ef Hiiam, Kiag of Tyre, who 
furnished timber from the cedars of theae Lebanon 
hiUB to build portions of King Solomon's Temple 
with. 

Shartiy after sfai, our pack-train aniTed. I had 
not seen it before, and n good right I had to be 
astonished. We had nineteen ssrving-mett and 
twenty-nx padc-mtdesi It was ft perCeet caravan* 
It kxdced IBoe one, too, as it wound among the 
rocks. I wondered what in the very nrischaff we 
wanted with such a vast turnout as that, for eight 
men. I wondsred nwhile, but soon I htgui to long 
for a tin ptete, and some bacon and beans. I had 
canqMd out many and many a time before, and 
knew just what was coming. I went oS^ without 
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ynatittg for Gerving^nen, and unsaddled my horae^ 
and wadied such portioas of his ribs and his spina 
as projected throu{^ his hide, and when I came 
back, behold fiv^ stately drcus^tents were tip — ^tents 
that were brilliant, within, with blue and gold and 
crimson, and all manner of splendid adomment! I 
was speechless. Than they brtag^t eight littk iron 
bedsteads, and set them up in the tents; they put a 
soft mattress and pillows and good Uankets and twb 
snow-white sheets on each bed. Next, they rigged 
a table about the center-pole, and on it placed 
pewter pitchers, basins, soap, and the wlntest of 
towds — one set lor eadi man; they pointed to 
pockets in the tent, and said we could put our small 
trifles in them for convenience, and if we needed 
pins or such things, they were sticking everywhere. 
Then came the fii^iing touch — ^they sprtsA carpets 
<m the floor! I simply said, '*If you call this camp^ 
ing out, all right — but it kn't the style I am used 
to; my liitte baggage that I brought along is at a 
discount." 

It grew dark, and they put oandles on the tables 
^-candles set in bright, new, brazen candlesticks. 
And soon the bdl — a genuine, simon-pure bell — 
rang, and we were invitbd to ''the saloon." I had 
thought before that we had a tent or so too many, 
but now here was one, at least, provided for; it 
was to be used for nothing but an eating-saloon, 
like the others, it was high enough for a family of 
giraffes to Uve in, and was very handsome and dean 
and bright-colored within. It was a gem of a place. 
A taUe for eight, axkd eight canvas chairs; a table- 
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doth and napldiis whose whiteness and whose fine- 
ness laughed to scorn the things we were used to in 
the great excursion steamer; knives and forks, soup 
plates, dinner plates — everything, in the handsomest 
kind of style. It was wonderftd! And they call 
this camfnng out. Those stately fellows in baggy 
trousers and turbaned fezes brought in a dinner 
which consisted of roast mutton, roast cfaidbe^, 
roast goose, potatoes, bread, tea, {mdding, apples, 
and delicious grapes; the viands were better cooked 
than any we had eaten for weeks, and the table 
made a finer appearance, with its large German- 
silver candlesticks and other finery, than any table 
we had sat down to for a good while, and yet that 
polite dragcmian, Abiaham, came bowing in and 
apologizing for the whole a£Eair, on account of the 
unavoidable ooiif uakxi of getting under way for a 
very long trip, and promising to do a great deal 
better in future! 

It is midnight now, and we bceak catnp at sax in 
the morning. 

They call this camping ottt. At this rate it is a 
gtoricms privfl^ge to be a pttgrim to the Holy Land. 
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CHAPTER XV 

WE are camped near Tenmin-el-PQka— -a name 
whidi the boys have simplified a good deal, 
ior the salce of coaveiuence in spellmg. They call 
it Jacksonville. It sounds a little strangely* here in 
the Valley of Lebanon, but it has the merit of being 
easier to remember than the Arabic name. 

COME LIKB SmitB, 80 BEPAKT 

The night shall be filled with music, 
Aad the cans that iatet the day 

SlwB fold their t«Qti lite tte i^ndM, 
And as silently steal away. 

I slept very soundly last nig^t, y«t yAifea the 
dr agoman^B bell rang at half past fii« this morning 
and the cry went abroad of ''Ten minutes to dnm 
for breakfastr I heard both. It surprised me, 
because I have not heard the breakfMt gong in tiie 
ship for a month, and whenever we have had occa- 
sion to fire a salute at daylight, I have only found it 
out in the course of conversation afterward. How- 
ever, camping out, even though it be in a gorgeous 
tent, makes one fresh and lively in the morning — 
especially if the air you are breathing is the cool, 
fresh air of the mountains. 

I was dressed within the ten minutes, and came 
out. The saloon tent had been stripped of its sides. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

aod luul nothiiig kft bat its roof; to when we «it 
down to table we could look oat over a noble paoo* 
rama of mountain, sea, and hasy valky. And 
sitting thus, the sun rose slowly up and suAised the 
picture with a worid of rich coloring. 

Hot nmtton-chops, fried chicken, omdetfees, fried 
potatoes, and coffee — all excellent. This was the 
bill of fare. It was sauced with a savage appetite 
purchased fay hard riding the day before, and re- 
freshii^ sleep in a pure atmosphere. As I called 
for a second cup of coffee, I glanced over my Moul- 
der, and beiiold, oar white village was gone — ^the 
splendkl tents had vanished Uke magic! It was 
wonderful how qoiddy those Arabs had "fended 
their tents"; and it was wonderful, also, how 
qoiddy they had gathered the tboosand odds and 
ends of the camp together and ditsq;>peaied with 
thCTi. 

By half past six we were under way, and all the 
^rrian wodd seemed to be under way alao. The 
toad was filled with mnle-trains and kmg processions 
of camels. This temtads me that we have beset 
trying for some time to think what a camel looks 
like, and now we have made it out. When he is 
down on all his knees, flat on his breast to receive 
his load, he looks something Uke a goose swimming; 
and when he is nptiglbt he looks Uke an ostrich with 
an extra set of legs. Camels are not beautifid, and 
their long under-Up gives them an exceeding^ 
"gaUus"^ expression. They have immense flat, 
forked cushions of feet, that make a track in the 
^Excuse the sUas— ao other word wiH describe H. 
159 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

dwt Vke a pie with a sUce cat out of it They are 
not partacular about their diet. They would eat a 
tombstone if they could bite it. A thistle grows 
about here which has needles on it that would pierce 
through leather, I think; if one touches you, you 
can find relief in nothing but profanity. The camels 
eat these. They show by their actions that they 
enjoy them. I suppose it would be a real treat to a 
camel to have a keg of nails for supper. 

While I am speakii^ of animals, I will mention 
that I have a hcnrse now by the name of ''Jericho." 
He is a mare. I have seen remarkable horses be- 
fore, but none so remarkable as this. I wanted a 
horse that cotdd shy, and this one fills the bill. I 
had an idea that shying indicated spirit. If I was 
correct, I have got the most spirited horse on earth. 
He shies at everjrthing he comes across, with the 
utmost impartiality. He appears to have a mortal 
dread of telegraph-ix>le8, especially; and it is fortu- 
nate that these are on both sides of the road, because 
as it is now, I never fall off twice in succession on 
the same side. If I f dl on the same side always, it 
would get to be monotonous after a while. This 
creature has scared at everything he has seen to- 
day, except a haystack. He walked up to that with 
intrepidity and a recklessness that were astonish- 
ing. And it would fill any one with admiration to 
see how he preserves his self-possession in the pres- 
ence of a barley sack. This dare devil bravery will 
be the death of this horse some day. 

He is not particularly fast, but I think he will get 
me through the Hdy Land. He has only one fault. 
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His tail has been chopped off or dse he has sat 
down on it too hard, some time or other, and he has 
to fi^t the flies with his heels. Thk is all very 
well, but when he tries to kick a fly off the top of his 
head with his hind foot, it is too nrach variety. He 
is going to g^ himself into trouUe that way some 
day. He reaches around and bites my l^s, toa 
I do not care partictdarly about that, only I do not 
Hke to see a horse too sociable. 

I think the owner of this prize had a wrong 
opimoa about him. He had an idea that he was 
one of those fiery, untamed steeds, but he is not of 
that character. I know the Arab had this idea, be- 
cause when he brought the horse out for inq)ectioQ 
in Beirout, he kept jerking at the bridle and shout- 
ing in Arabic, ''Whoa! will you? Do you want to 
run away, you ferocious beast, and break your 
neck?" when all the time the horse was not doing 
anything in the world, and only looked Uke he 
wanted to lean up against something and think. 
Whenever he is not shying at things, or reaching 
after a fly, he wants to do that yet. How it woukl 
surprise his owner to know this. 

We have been in a historical section of country all 
day. At iKxm we camped three hours and took 
luncheon at Mekseh, near the juncticm of the 
Lebanon Mountains and the Jebel el Kuneiyiseh, 
and lodced (kywn into the immense, level, garden- 
like Valley of Lebancm. To-nig^t we are camping 
near the same valley, and have a very wide sweep 
of it in view. We can see the long, whale-backed 
ridge of Mount Hermon projecting above the eastern 
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U11& The ''dews of Hermcm'' are Calling upon as 
now, and the tents are almost soaked with them. 

Over the way f rcMEn us, and higher up the valley, 
we can discern, through the glasses, the faint out- 
lines of tiie wonderful ruins of Baalbec, the sup- 
posed Baal-Gad of Scripture. Jo^ua and another 
person were the two spies who were sent into this 
land of Canaan by the children of Israel to report 
upon its character — ^I mean they were the spies who 
reported favorably. They took back with them 
some specimens of the grapes of this countiy, and 
in the duldren's picture-books they are always 
nq>resented as bearing one moostious bunch swung 
to a pde between them, a reqiectable load for a 
pack-train. The Sunday-sdiool books exaggerated 
it a Kttle. The grapes are most excdient to this 
day, but the bunches are not as large as those in 
the pictures. I was surprised aad hurt when I saw 
them, because those cdossal bundles of gmpes 
were one of my most cherished juvenile traditions^ 

Joshua reported favorably, and the children of 
Israel journeyed on, witii Moses at the head of the 
general government, and Jodma in command of the 
army of six hundred thousand fis^itmg men. Of 
women and dnldren and civilians there was a count- 
less swaim. Of all that mighty host, none but iht 
two faitiif ul spies ever lived to set their feet in the 
Promised Land. They and their descendants wan^ 
dered forty years in the desert, and then Moses, the 
gifted warrior, poet, statesman, and i^osopher, 
went up into Pbgah and met his mysterious fate. 
Where he was buried no man knows-^or 
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« . • no nai 4«g that s<yifchgr» 

And no mmk mm it e'er— 
For the sens d God upturned the sod 

And laid the dead man therel 

Then ' Joshtia began his terrible raid, and from 
Jericho dear to this Baal-Gad, be si9^ the land 
like the Genius of Destruction. He dans^tered the 
people, laid waste tiMir soil, and rased their cities to 
the gfotmd. He wasted thhty-cne kings also. One 
may call it tiiat, t^Mfiii^ r^dly it can hardly be 
called wasting tlMn, because there were always 
plenty ei kings in those di^rs, and to spare. At 
any rate, he destroyed tfalrtyKMie kings, and divided 
tq> their reahns amoog Us Israelites. He divided 
np this valley stretdied out here before us, and so 
it was once Jewish territory. The Jews have lotkg 
since disi4>peaied from it, however. 

Back yonder, an hour's journey from here, we 
passed through an Arab village of stone dry-goods 
boxes (they look Hke that), where Noah's tomb Ues 
under lode and key. [Noah built the ark.] Over 
these cid hills and va&eys the ark that ocmtained all 
that was left of a vanished wc»id once floated. 

I make no apology for detailing the above informa- 
tion. It will be news to some of my readers, at 
any rate. 

Noah's tomb is built of stone, and is covered with 
a Icfog sticmb building. Budcsheesh let us in. The 
bcalding had to be long, because the grave of the 
honored old navigator is two hundred and ten feet 
kng itsdf ! It is only about four feet hig^, though. 
He must have cast a shadow like a H^tning-rod. 
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The proof that this is the genuine spot where Noah 
was buried can only be doubted by uncommonly 
incredulous people. The evidence is pretty straight. 
Shem, the son of Noah, was present at the burial, 
and showed the jdaoe to his descendants, who trans- 
mitted the knowledge to thdr descendants, and the 
Uneal descendants of these introduced themselves to 
usto-day. It was pleasant to make the acquaintance 
of men^:)ers of so re^ie(Aabie a family. It was a 
thing to be proud of. It was the next thing to 
being acquainted with Noah himself. 

Noah's memorable voyage will always possess a 
Hving interest for me, henceforward. 

If ever an oppressed race eijatad, it is this one we 
see fettered around us under the inhuman tyranny 
of the Ottoman empire. I wish Europe would let 
Russia annihilate Turkey a little — not much, but 
enough to make it difficult to find the place again 
without a divining-rod or a diving-^bell. The Syrians 
are very poor, and yet th^ are ground down by a 
system of taxation that would drive any other nation 
frantic. Last year their taxes were heavy enough, 
in all conscience — but this year they have been 
increased by the addition of taxes that were forgiven 
them in times of famine in former years. On top 
of this the government has levied a tax of one-tenih 
of the whde proceeds of the land. This is only 
half the story. The Pasha of a Pashalic does not 
trouble himself with appointing tax-collectors. He 
figures up what all these taxes ought to amount to 
in a certain district. Then he farms the collection 
out. He calls the rich men together, the highest 
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bidder gets the spectdaticm, pays the Pasha on the 
spot, and then sells out to smaller fry, who sell in 
turn to a piratical horde of still smaller fry. These 
latter compel the peasant to bring his little trifle of 
grain to the village^ at his own cost. It must be 
weighed, the various taxes set apart, and the remain- 
der returned to the producer. But the collector 
delays this duty day after day, while the produiOer's 
famSy are perishing for bread; at last the poor 
wretch, who cannot but understand the game, says, 
"Take a quarts — ^take half — ^take two-thirds if 
you will, and let me goT' It is a most outrageous 
state of things. 

These people are naturally good-hearted and intel- 
Hgent, and, with education and liberty, would be a 
happy and ccxitented race. They often ai^^eal to 
the stranger to know if the great world will not some 
day come to their relief and save them. The Sultan 
has been lavishing mcmey like water in England and 
P^ffis, but his subjects are suffering for it now. 

This &shi(m of camping out bewilders me. We 
have bootjacks and a bathtub now, and yet all the 
m3^sterie8 the pack-mules cany are not revealed. 
What next? 
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WE had a to4k>ua ride <rf aboat fire h<mn» m the 
sun, across the Valley erf Lebaaoft. Itprorsd 
to be oot quite so mudi of a gardea as it had seemed 
from the hillsides. It was a desert, weed-grown 
waste, Uttered thickly with stones the sise of a man's 
fist. Here and there the natives had scmtdied 
the ground and reared a siddy crop of grain, but 
for the most part the valley was given up to a 
handful of shepherds, whose flocks were doing 
what they honestly could to get a living, but the 
diances were a^iinst them. We saw rude piles of 
stones standing near the roadside, at intervals, and 
recognised the custom of marking boundaries wbkh 
obtained in Jacob's tkne. Theie were no walls, no 
fences, no hedges-Hiothing to secure a man's poe- 
sesskms but these random heaps of stones. The 
Israelites held them sacred in the <M patriardial 
times, and these other Arabs, their lineal descend- 
ants, do so likewise. An American, of ordinary 
intelligence, would soon widely extend his property, 
at an outlay of mere manual labor, performed at 
night, under so loose a system of fencing as this. 

The plows these people use are simply a sharp- 
ened stick, such as Abraham plowed with, and they 
still winnow their wheat as he did — they pile it on 
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liie Bouaetop, and then toes it by shovdf tils into 
the air until the wind has blown all the chaff away. 

We had a fine race, of a mile, with an Arab 
perched on a cameL Some of the horses were fast, 
and made very good time, but the camd scampered 
by them without any very great effort. The yelling 
and shouting, and wiapfing and galloping, of aU 
parties interested, made it an exhilarating, exciting, 
and particularly boisterous race. 

At deven o'clock, our eyes fell tqxm the walls 
and columns of Baalbec, a iK>bIe ruin whose history 
38 a sealed book. It has stood there for thousands 
of years, the wonder and admiration of travders; 
bat idio built it, or when it was built, are questions 
that may never be answered. One thing is very 
sore, though Such grandeur of design, and sudi 
grace of execution, as one sees in the temples of 
Baalbec have not been equaled or even approcu^ed 
in any work of men's hands that has been built 
within twenty centuries past. 

The great Temple of the Sun, the Temple of 
Jupiter, and several smaller temples, are clustered 
te^gether in the midst of one of these miserable 
Ssrtian viUi^Ees, and look strangely enough in such 
jdebeian company. These temples are built upon 
massive substructions that mig^t support a wc»rld, 
almost; the materials used are blodcs of stone as 
large as an omnibus — ^very few, if any, of them are 
smaller than a carpenter's tool diest — and these 
substructions are traversed by tunnels of masonry 
through which a train of cars might pass. With 
siK^h foundations as tiiese, it is little wonder that 
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Baalbec has lasted so long. The Temple of the 
Sun is neaiiy three htmdred feet long and one hun* 
dred and sixty feet wide. It had fifty-four columns 
around it, but only six are standing now — ^the 
others lie broken at its base, a confused and pic- 
tttresque heap. The six columns are perfect, as 
also are their bases, Corinthian capitals and entabla* 
ture — and six more shapely columns do not exist. 
The columns and the entablature together are ninety 
feet hig^ — a prodigious altitude for shafts of stone 
to reach, truly — and yet one only thinks of their 
beauty and symmetry when loddng at them; the 
pillars look slender and delicate, the entaUature» 
with its elaborate sculpture, looks like rich stucco- 
work. But when you have gazed aloft till your eyes 
are weary, you glance at the great fragments of 
pillars among which you are standing, and find that 
they are eight feet through; and with them lie beau* 
tiful capitals apparently as large as a small cottage; 
and also single slabs of stone, superbly sculptured, 
that are four or five feet thick, and would com- 
pletely cover the floor of any ordinary parlor. You 
wonder where these monstrous things came from, 
and it takes some little time to satisfy yourself that 
the airy and graceful fabric that towers above your 
head is made up of their mates. It seems too 
preposterous. 

The Temple of Jupiter is a smaller ruin than the 
one I have been speaking of, and yet is immense. 
It is in a tolerable state of preservation. One row 
of nine coltmms stands almost uninjured. They are 
sixty-five feet high and support a sort of porch or 
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roof, wUch connects them with the roof of the 
btdldmg. This porch-roof is composed of tremen- 
dous slabs of stone, which are so finely sculptured 
on the under side that the work looks like a fresco 
from below. One or two of these slabs had fallen, 
and again I wondered if tiie gigantic masses of 
carved stone that lay about me were no larger than 
those above my head. Within the temple, the 
ornamentation was elaborate and colossal. What a 
wonder ci architectural beauty and grandeur this 
edifice must have been when it was new! And what 
a noble picture it and its statelier companion, with 
the chaos of mighty fragments scattered about them, 
3ret make in the moonlight! 

I cannot conceive how these immense blocks of 
stone were ever hauled from the quarries, or how 
they were ever raised to the dizzy heights they 
occupy in the temples. And yet these sculptured 
blocks are trifles in size compared with the rough- 
hewn blocks that form the wide veranda or platform 
which stuTounds the Great Temple. One stretch of 
that platform, two hundred feet long, is composed of 
blocks of stone as large and some of them larger, 
than a street-car. They surmount a wall about ten 
or twelve feet Wgh. I thought those were large 
rocks, but they sank into insignificance compared 
with those which formed another section of the 
platform. These were three in number, and I 
thought that each of them was about as long as 
three street-cars placed end to end, though, of 
course, they are a third wider and a third higher 
than a street-car. Periiaps two railway freight-cars 
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of the largest pattern, placed end to end, mi|^ 
better represent their siee. In combined length 
these three stones stretch nearly two hundred fe^; 
they are thirteen feet square; two of them are sixty* 
four feet long each, and the third is sixty-nine. 
They are built into the massive wall some twenty 
feet above the ground. They are there, but how 
they got there is the question. I have seen the bsM 
of a steamboat that was smaller than one of those 
stones. All these great walls are as ^cact and 
shapely as the flimsy things we build of brides in 
these days. A race of gods or of giants must have 
inhabited Baalbec many a century ago. Men Uke 
the men of our day could hardly rear such tem^des 
as these. 

We went to the quarry from whence the stones of 
Baalbec weie taken. It was about a quarter of a 
mile off, and downhill. In a great pit lay the mate 
of the largest stone in the ruins. It lay there just 
as the giants of that old forgotten time had left it 
when tbey were called hence — ^just as they had kft 
it, to remain for thousands of years, an eloquent 
rebuke unto such as are prone to tiunk sUghtinf^y of 
the men who Uved before them. This enormous 
block lies there, squared and ready for the builders' 
hands— a soUd mass fourteen feet by seventeen, 
and but a few inches less than seventy feet long! 
Two buggies could be driven abreast of eadi other, 
on its surface, from one end of it to the other, and 
leave room enough for a man or two to walk on 
either side. 

One might swear that all the Jcbn Smiths and 
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George WifldnoBs, and all the oihnr piti6il nobodies 
betwwn Kingiom Come and Baolbee ifould inscribe 
tlieir poor little naxnee upon the waUs of Baalbec's 
magmficent ruins, and wocild add the town, the 
cottnty, and the state they came from — and, swearing 
thus, be infalKMy correct. It is a pity some great 
ntin does not &U in and flatten out some of these 
rq>tile8, and scare their kind oat of e^er giving their 
names to fame upoa any walls or monuments again, 
forever. 

Properly, with the sorry refics we bestrode, it was 
a three days' journey to Damascus. It was neces- 
sary that we should do it in less than two. It was 
necessary because our three pilgrims would not 
travd on the Sabbath day. We were all perfectly 
willing to keep the Sabbath day, but there are times 
when to keep the letter of a sacred law whose sgint 
is rig^iteous, becomes a sin, and this was a case in 
point. We {deaded for the tired, ill-treated horses, 
and tried to show that their faithful service deserved 
kindness in return, and their hard lot compassion. 
But wheu did ever sdf -righteot^ness know the senti* 
ment of pity? What were a few long hours added 
to the hardships of some overtaxed brutes when 
weis^ied against the peril of those human souls? It 
was not the most i)romising party to travel with and 
hope to gain a bif^ber veneration for religion through 
the example of its devotees. We said the Saviour, 
who pitied dumb beasts and taught that ihe or must 
be rescued from the mire even on the Sabbath day» 
would not have counseled a forced march like this. 
We said the ''long trip'' was exhausting and there- 
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fore dangerous in the blistering heats of summer, 
even when the ordinary days' stages were traversed, 
and if we persisted in this hard mardi, some of us 
might be stricken down with the fevers of the 
country in consequence of it. Nothing could move 
the pilgrims. They must press on. Men might 
die, horses might die, but they must enter upon 
holy soil next week, with no Sabbath-farealdng stain 
upon them. Thus they were willing to commit a 
sin against the spirit of religious law, in order that 
they might preserve the letter of it. It was not 
worth while to tell them ''the letter kills.'' I am 
talking now about personal friends; men ^diom I 
like; men who are good dtiseos; who are honor- 
aide, upright, conscientious: but whose idea of the 
Saviour's reHgion seems to me distorted. They 
lecture our shortcomings unsparingly, and every 
night they call us together and read to us chapters 
from the Testament that are full of gentleness, of 
charity, and of tender mercy; and then all the next 
day they stick to their saddles dear up to the sum- 
mits of these rugged mountains, and dear down 
again. Apply the Testament's gentleness, and 
diarity, and tender mercy to a toiling, worn, and 
weary horse? Nonsense — ^these are for God's human 
creatures, not His dumb ones. What the pilgrims 
dioose to do, respect for their almost sacred diar- 
acter demands that I should allow to pass — ^but 
I would so like to catch any other member of the 
party riding his horse up one of these exhausting 
hills once! 
We have given the pilgrims a good many exam- 
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pies that nng^t benefit them, but it is virtue thrown 
away. They have never heard a cross word out of 
our lips toward each other — but they have quarreled 
once or twice. We love to hear them at it, after 
they have been lecturing us. The very first thing 
they did, coming ashore at Beirout, was to quarrd 
in the boat. I have said I like them, and I do like 
them — ^but every time they read me a scorcher of a 
lecture I mean to talk back in print. 

Not content with doubling the legitimate stages, 
they switched off the main road and went away out 
of the way to visit an absurd fountain called Figia, 
because Balaam's ass had drank there once. So we 
journeyed on, through the terrible hills and deserts 
and the roasting sun, and then far into the night, 
seeking the honored pool of Balaam's ass, the patron 
saint of all pilgrims like us. I find no entry but this 
in my note-book: 

Rode to-day, altogether, thirteen hours, through deserts, 
partly, and partly over barren, unsightly hills, and latterly 
through wild, rodcy scenery, and camped at about eleven 
o'clock at nifi^t on the banks of a limpid stream, near a Syrian 
village. Do not know its name — do not wish to know it — 
want to go to bed. Two horses lame (mine and Jack's) and 
the others worn out. Jack and I walked three or four miles, 
over the hills, and led the horses. Pun— but of a mild type. 

Twdve or thirteen hours in the saddle, even in a 
Christian land and a Christian climate, and on a 
good horse, is a tiresome journey; but in an oven 
like Syria, in a ragged spoon of a saddle that slips 
fore-and-aft, and **thort-ships," and every way, and 
on a horse that is tired and lame, and yet must be 
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whipped and spurred with haixlly a moment's < 
tion all day l(»ig, till the blood comes from his side, 
and your conscience hurts you every time you 
strike, if you are half a man, — it is a journey to be 
remembered in bitterness of spirit aod execrated 
with emphasis for a liberal divisian of a man's life- 
time. 
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THE next day was an outrage upon men and 
horses both. It was another thirteen - hotir 
stretch (including an hour's "nooning")- It was 
over the barrenest chalk-hills and through the bald- 
est caikms that even Syria can show. The heat 
quivered in the air everywhere. In the cafions we 
almost smothered in the baking atmo^here. On 
high ground, the reflection from the dialk-hills was 
blinding. It was cruel to urge the crippled horses, 
but it had to be done in order to make Damascus 
Saturday night. We saw ancient tombs and temples 
ci fanciful architecture carved out of the solid rode 
hi£^ up in the face of precipices above our heads, 
but we had neither time nor strength to dimb up 
there and examine them. The terse language of my 
note-book will answer ior the rest of this day's ex- 
I)eriences: 

Broke camp at 7 A.M., and made a ghastly trip through the 
Zeb Dana valley and the rough mountains — ^horses limping and 
that Arab screedi-owl that does most of the singing and carries 
^e water-skins, always a thousand miles ahead of course, and 
no water to drink— will he never die? Beautiful stream in a 
chasm, lined thick with pom^;ranate, fig, olive, and qtiince 
orchards, and nooned an hour at the celebrated Balaam's Ass 
Fountain of Figia, second in siie in Ssrria, and the oddest water 
out of Siberia— -guide-books do not say Balaam's ass ever draidc 
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there *— lomrixxiy been impoeizig od the pilgrimsy maybe. 
Bathed in it— Jack and I. C^ly a second— loe-water. It is the 
princQMd aocirce o£ the Abana River — only one-half mile dofwn 
to where it joins. Beautiful place— giant trees all around— 10 
shady and cool, if one could keep awake — vast stream gushes 
straight out from under the mountain in a torrent. Over it is 
a very ancient ruin, with no known history — sappoeed to have 
been for the worship of the deity of the fountain or Balaam's 
ass or somebody. Wretched nest of human vermin about the 
fountain— rags, dirt, sunken cheeks, pallor of sickness, soies, 
projecting bones, dull, aching misery in their eyes and ravenous 
hunger speaking from every eloquent fiber and muscle from 
headtofoot. How they sprang upon a bone, how they crunched 
tbebieadwegavetheml Such as these to swarm about one and 
watdi every bite he takes with greedy looks, and swallow un- 
consciously every time he swallows, as if they half fancied the 
precious morsel went down their own throats— hurry up the 
caravan! — ^I never shaU enjoy a meal in this distressful country. 
To think of eating three times every day under suck dicum- 
stances for three weeks yet — it is worse punishment than riding 
all day in the sun. There are sixteen starving babies from one 
to six years old in the party, and their 1^ are no larger than 
faroom'-handks. Left the fountain at i f.m. (the fountain txxjk 
us at least two hours out of our way), and reached Mdiammed's 
lookout perch, over Damascus, in time to get a good long look 
before it was necessary to move on. Tired? Ask of the winds 
that far away with fragments strewed the sea. 

As the glare of day mdlowed into twilight, we 
looked down upon a picture which is celebrated all 
over the world. I think I have read about four 
hundred times that when Mohammed was a simple 
camd-driver he reached this point and looked down 
upon Damascus for the first time, and then made a 
certain renowned remark. He said man could enter 
only one paradise; he preferred to go to the one 
above. So he sat dovm there and feasted his eyes 
upon the earthly paradise of Damascus, and then 
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went away without altering its gates. They havt 
erected a tower on the hiU to mark the spot where 
he stood 

Damascus is beautiful from the mountain. It is 
beautiful even to foreigners accustomed to Ittxuriant 
vegetation, and I can easily understand how un- 
speakably beautiful it must be to eyes that are only 
used to the God-forsaken barrenness and desolatim 
of Syria. I should think a Syrian would go wild 
with ecstasy when such a picture bursts upon him 
fw the first time. 

From his Idgfi perdi, one sees before him and 
bdow him a wall of dreary mountains, shorn of 
v^etation, glaring fiercely in the sun; it fences in 
a level desert of ydlow sand, snK)oth as velvet and 
threaded far away with fine lines that stand for roads, 
and dotted with creeping mites we know are camel- 
trains and journeying men; right in the midst of the 
desert is spread a billowy expanse of green foliage; 
and nestling in its heart sits the great white city, like 
an island of pearls and opds gleanoii^ out of a sea 
of emeralds. This is the picture you see qpread far 
below you, with distance to solten it, the sun to 
glorify it, strong contrasts to heighten the effects, 
and over it and about it a drowsmg air of repose to 
spiritualize it and make it seem rather a beautiful 
estray frcmi the mysterious worlds we visit in dreams 
than a substantial tenant of our coarse, dull g^obe. 
And when you think of the leagues of blighted, 
Masted, sandy, rocky, sunburnt, ugly, dreary, in- 
famous country you have ridden over to get here, 
you think it is the most beautiful, beautiful picture 
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tkat ever human eyes rested npon in all tiie broad 
tmhrerset If I were to go to Damascus again, I 
would camp on Mohammed's hill about a week, and 
then go away. There is no need to go inmde the 
wans. The Prophet was wise without knowing it 
when he decided not to go down into the paradise 
of Damascus. 

There is an hoiKired old tradition that the immense 
garden which Damascus stands in was the Garden of 
Bden, and modem writers have gathered up many 
chapters of evidence tending to show that it really 
was the Garden of Eden, and that the rivers Phar- 
par and Abana are the ''two rivers'' that watered 
Adam's Paradise. It may be so, but it is not para- 
dise now, BXid one would be as happy outside of it 
as he would be likely to be within. It is so crooked 
and cramped and dirty that cme cannot realise that 
he is in the splendid dty he saw fiom the hilltop. 
The gardens are hidden by high mud-walls, and the 
paradise is become a very sink of pollution and un- 
oomeUness. Damascus has {denty of dear, pure 
water in it, though, and this is enough, of itself, to 
make an Arab think it beautiful and Messed. Water 
is scarce in blistered Syria. We run railways by 
our large cities in America; in Syria they curve the 
roads so as to make them run by the meager little 
puddles they call ''fountains,'* and which are not 
found oftener on a journey than every four hours. 
But the "rivers" <^ Pharpar and Abana erf Scrip- 
ture (mere o^eeks) run through Damascus, and so 
every house and every garden have their sparkling 
fountains and rivulets of water. With her fcn^est of 
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foliage and her ■hiiniinoe of water, Damascns matt 
be a wonder of wo ttfcm to the Bedocdn from the 
deferts. nRmaanttf is amply an oasb— that is what 
it is. For lour Hncfanaid years its waters ha^e not 
fone dry or ita fertility UiktA. Now we ean tmder- 
stand ipdiy the city has cadsted so long. It could 
not die. So long as its waters remain to it away 
out there in the midst of that holding desert, so 
k»^ win Damascus live to bless the sight of the 
tired and tliiii^ wayfaier. 

Though old as histocy itself, thou art fresh as the breath o£ 
spring, blooming as thine own rose-bud, and fragrant as thine 
own orange flower, O Damascus, pearl of the East! 

Damascu dates badt anterior to the days <rf 
Abraliam, and is the oldest dty in the world. It 
was founded by U2, the grandson of Noah. '*The 
early histcny <^ Damascus is shrouded in the mists 
of a hoary antiquity/' Leave the matters written of 
in the first eleven diapters of the OM Testament 
out, and no reeorded ev^ent has occurred in the worid 
but Damascus was in existence to receive the news 
of it. Go badt as far as you will into the ysLgat 
past, ^ere was always a Damascus. In the writings 
of every century for more than four thousand years, 
its name has been mentioned and its praises sung. 
To Damascus, years are only moments, decades are 
only flitting trifles of time. She measures time, not 
by days and numtius and years, but by the empires 
she has seen rise and prosper and crumble to ruin. 
She is a type of immortality. She saw the founda- 
tions of Baalbec, and Thebes, and Bphesus laid; 
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saw tii6se vflfaigci gcow into iiii|[)ily ciifeies, and 
the worid with their gnHMfeux^-aiid die has 
Uved to see them desolate, deserted, and given over 
to the owls and the bats. She saw the Israeliti^ 
empire exalted, and ahe saw it anirihtlated She 
saw Gtteoe rise, and flottri^ two thousand years, 
and die. In her old afe she saw Rocne built; she 
saw it overshadow the worid with its power; she saw 
it perish. The few hundreds of years of Genoese 
and Venetian might and splendor were, to grave <M 
Damascus, only a trifling scintillation hardly worth 
remembering. Damascus has seen all that has ever 
occun^ on earth, and still she lives. She has 
looked upon the dry bones of a thousand empires, 
and wiU see the tombs of a thousand more before 
she dies. Thouj^ another claims the name, <^d 
Damascus is by right the Eternal City. 

We reached the city gates just at sundown* They 
do say that one can get into any walled dty at 
Syria, after night, for budcdieesh, except Damascus. 
But Damascus, with its four thousand years of re- 
spectabiUty in the world, has many old fogy notions. 
There are no street-lamps there, and the law compels 
all who go abroad at night to carry lanterns, just as 
was the case in old days, when heroes and heroines 
of the Arabian Nights walked the streets of Damas- 
cus, or flew away toward Bagdad on enchanted 
carpets. 

It was fairly dark a few minutes after we got 
within the wall, tmd we rode long distanoes thr6u|^ 
wonderfully crooked streets, eigjht to ten feet wide, 
and shut in on either side by the higlh mud-walls of 
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the gardens. At last we got to where lanterns 
could be seen flitting about here and there, and 
knew we were in the midst of the curious old city. 
In a little narrow street, crowded with our pack- 
mules and with a swarm of uncouth Arabs, we 
aUghted, and through a kind of a hole in the wall 
entered the hotel. We stood in a great flagged 
court, with flowers and citron trees about us, and a 
huge tank in the center that was receiving the waters 
of many pipes. We crossed the court and altered 
the rooms prepared to receive four of us. In a large 
marble-paved recess between the two rooms was a 
tank of clear, cool water, which was kept running 
over all the time by the streams that were pouring 
into it from half a dozen pipes. Nothing in this 
scorching, desdate land could look so refreshing as 
this pure water fladiing in the lamplight; nothing 
could lode so beautiful, nothing could sound so 
ddidous as this mimic rain to ears long unaccus- 
tomed to sounds of such a nature. Our rooms were 
large, comfortably furnished, and even had their 
floors dk>thed with soft, cheerful-tinted carpets. It 
was a pleasant thing to see a carpet again, for if 
there is anyHung drearier than the tomblike, stone- 
paved parlors and bedrooms of Europe and Asia, I 
do not know what it is. They make one think of 
the grave all the time. A very broad, gaily capari- 
soned divan, some twelve or fourteen feet long, ex- 
tended across one side of each room, and opposite 
were six^;le beds with spring mattresses. There were 
great looking-glasses and marble-top tables. All 
this luxury was as grateful to systems aiKl senses 
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worn out with an eidumsting day's travel, as it was 
unexpected — for one cannot tell ^i^t to expect in 
a Turkish city of even a quarter of a million inhab- 
itants. 

I do not know, but I think they used that tank 
between the rooms to draw drinldng-water from; 
that did not occur to me, however, until I had 
dipped my baking head far down into its cool 
depths. I thoufi^ of it then, and, superb as the 
bath was, I was sorry I had taken it, and was about 
to go and explain to the landlord. But a finely 
curled and scented poodle dog frisked up and nipped 
the calf of my leg just then, and before I had time 
to think I had soused him to the bottom of the tank, 
and when I saw a servant txnning with a pitcher I 
went off and left the pup trying to dimb out and not 
succeeding very well. Satisfied revenge was all I 
needed to make me perfe%rtly happy, and when I 
walked in to supper that first nig^t in Damascus I 
was in that condition. We lay on those divans 
a kmg time, after st^^per, smoking nar^^iilis and 
long-stemmed chibouks, and talking about the 
dreadful ride of the day, and I knew then what I 
had sometimes known before — ^that it is worth while 
to get tired out, because one so enjoys resting after* 
ward. 

In the morning we sent for donkeys. It is worthy 
of note that we had to send for these things. I said 
Damascus was an old fossU, and she is. Anywhere 
dse we would have been assailed by a daxnorom 
army of donkey-dtivers, guides, peddlers, and b^ 
gprs— but in Damascus they so hate the very sight 

183 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

of a fbmgn Christian that they want no intercourse 
^diatever with him; only a 3^ear or two ago, his 
person was not always safe in Damascus streets. It 
is the most fanatical Mohammedan purgatory out of 
Arabia. Where you see one green turban of a Hadji 
ebeswbere (the honored sign that my lord has made 
the pilgrimage to Mecca), I think you will see a 
dozen in Damascus. The Damasceues are the ugli- 
est, wickedest looking villains we have seen. All 
Hbe veiled ^women we had seen yet, nearly, left their 
eyes exposed, but numbers of these in Damascus 
completely hid the face under a dose-drawn black 
veil that made the woman look fike a mummy. If 
ever we caug^ an eye exposed it was quiddy Udden 
from our contaminating Christian vision; the beggars 
actually passed us by without demanding buck- 
sheesh; the merdiants in the bazars did not hold 
up their goods and cry out eagerly, *'Hey, John!" 
or "Look this, Howajji!" On the contrary, they 
only scowled at us and said never a word. 

The narrow streets swarmed like a hive with men 
and women in strange Oriental costumes, and our 
small donkeys knodced them right and left as we 
jiowed through them, urged on by the merciless 
donkey-bc^rs. These persecutors run after the ani- 
mals, shouting and goading them for hours together; 
they keep the dookey in a gallop always, yet never 
get tired themsdves or fall bdiind. The donkeys 
fen down and spilt us over their heads occasionally, 
but there was nothing for it but to motmt and hurry 
on again. We were banged against sharp comers, 
loadcKl porters, camels, and dtizens generally; and 
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we were so taken up with looking out for cdliskms 
and casualties that we had no chance to look about 
us at all. We rode half through the dty and throuj^ 
the famous ''street which is called Straight'' with- 
out seeing anjrtlung, hardly. Our bones were nearly 
knocked out of joint, we were wild with excitement, 
and our sides adied with the jolting we had suffered. 
I do not like riding in the Damascus street-cars. 

We were on our way to the reputed houses of 
Judas and Ananias. About eighteen or nineteen 
htmdred years ago, Saul, a native of Tarsus, was 
particularly bitter against the new sect called Chris- 
tians, and he left Jerusalem and started across the 
country on a furious crusade against them. He 
went forth ''breathing threatenings and slaughter 
against the disciples of the Lord." 

And as he journeyed, he came near Damascus, and soddeoly 
there shined round about him a light from heaven: 

And he fell to the earth and heard a voioe sayiDg unto him, 
Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me? 

And when he knew that it was Jesus that spoke to him he 
trembled, and was astonished, and said, Lord, what wilt thou 
have me to do? 

He was told to arise and go inta the andent dty 
and one v^ould tell him what to do. In the mean 
time his soldiers stood speechless and awe-etridcen, 
for they heard the m3rsterious voice but saw no man. 
Saul rose up and f otmd that that fierce supernatural 
light had destroyed his sight, and he was bUnd, so 
''they led him by the hand and brought him to 
Damascus.'' He was converted. 

Paul lay three days blind, in the house of Judas, 
and during that time he ndther ate nor drank. 
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There came a voice to a dtken of Damascus, 
named Ananias, saying, ''Arise, and go into the 
street ^diich is called Straight, and inquire at the 
house of Judas, for one called Saul, of Tarsus; for 
behold, he prayeth." 

Ananias did not wish to go at first, for he had 
heard of Saul before, and he had his doubts about 
that style of a ''chosen vessel'' to preach the gos- 
pel of peace. However, in obedience to orders, he 
went into the "street called Straight" (how he ever 
found his way into it, and after he did, how he ever 
found his way out of it again, are mysteries only to 
be accounted for by the fact that he was acting tmder 
Divine inspiration). He found Paul and restored 
him, and ordained him a preacher; and from this 
old house we had hunted up in the street wtdch is 
miscalled Straight, he had started out on that bold 
missionary career which he prosecuted till his death. 

It was not the house of the disciple who sold the 
Master for thirty pieces of silver. I make this ex- 
planation in justice to Judas, who was a far different 
sort of man from the person just referred to. A 
very cBfferent style of man, and lived in a very good 
house. It is a pity we do not know more about him. 

I have given, in the above paragraphs, some more 
information for people who will not read Bible 
history until they are defrauded into it by some 
such method as this. I hope that no friend of 
progress and education win obstruct or interfere 
with my peculiar mission. 

The street called Straight is straighter than a cork- 
screw, but not as straight as a rainbow. St. Luke 
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is carefid not to ccnmnit himadf ; be does not say it 
is the street which is straight, but the ''street whtdi 
is called Straifi^t." It is a fine piece of ifony; it 
is the only facetious remark in the Bible, I bdieve* 
We traversed the street called Straight a good way» 
and then turned off and called at the reputed house 
of Ananias. There is small question that a part of 
the original house is theiie still; it is an cdd room 
twelve or fifteen feet undeiground, and its masonry 
is evidently ancient. If Ananias did not five there 
in St. Paul's time, somdxxly dse did, which is just 
as welL I took a drink out of Ananias's well, and, 
singularly enough, the water was just as fresh as if 
the well had been dug yesteitlay. 

We went out toward the north end of the dty to 
see the place where the discipkis let Paul down over 
the Damascus wall at dead of night— for he preadied 
Christ so fearlessly in Damascus that the peopb^ 
sous^t to kill him, just as they would to-day for the 
same offense, and he had to escape and flee to 
Jerusalem. 

Then we called at the tomb of Mohammed's dul- 
dren and at a tomb vdiicfa purported to be that of St 
George who killed the dragon, and so on out to the 
hollow place under a rock where Paul hid during his 
flight till his pursuers gave him up; and up to tbe 
mauscdeum of the five thousand Qiristians who were 
massacred in Damascus in 1861 by the Turks. They 
say those narrow streets ran Uood for several days, 
and that men, women, and children were butchered 
indiscriminatdy and left to rot by hundreds all 
throus^ the Quistian quarter; they 8ay» further, 
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that the stench was dreadftil. All the Christians 
who could get away fled from the dty, and the 
Mohammedans wocdd not defile their hands by bury- 
ing the ''infidel dogs." The thirst for blood ex* 
tended to the high lands of Hermon and AntirLeba- 
non, and in a short time twenty-five thousand mora 
Qxristians wera massacred and their possessions laid 
waste. How they hate a Quistian in DamasousI — 
and pretty nmdi aU over Turiceydom as weQ. And 
how they will i>ay for it when Russia turns her guns 
upon them again! 

It is soothing to the heart to abuse England and 
Ftance for interposing to save the Ottoman Empire 
from the destruction it has so richly deserved for a 
thousand 3^ears. It hurts my vanity to see these 
pagans refuse to eat of food that has been ocxdced 
for us; or to eat from a dish we have eaten from; 
or to drink from a goatskin which we have polluted 
with our Christian lips, except by filtering the water 
through a rag which they put over the mouth of it 
or through a sponge! I never disliked a Chinaman 
as I do these degraded Turks and Arabs, and, when 
Russia is ready to war with them again, I hope Eng- 
land and France will not find it good breeding or 
good judgment to interfere. 

In Damascus they think there are no such rivers 
in all the world as their little Abana and Pharpar. 
The Damascenes have always thought that way. 
In II Kings, chapter v, Naaman boasts extravagantly 
about them. That was three thousand years ago. 
He says: "Are not Abana and Pharpar, rivers of 
Damascus, better than all the waters of Israel? May 
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I not waih in them and be dean?" Bat 8ome of 
my readers have forgotten who Naaman was, long 
ago. Naaman was the commander of the Syrian 
armies. He was the favorite of the long and fived 
in great stfite. "He was a mighty man of valor, 
but he was a leper." Strangely enough, the house 
they point out to you now as his has been turned 
into a leper hospital, and the inmates expose their 
horrid deformities and hold up their hands and beg 
for bucksheesh when a stranger enters. 

One cannot appreciate the horror of this disease 
until be lodes upon it in all its ghastJiniws in Naa- 
man's ancient dwelling in Damascus. Boi^s aU 
twisted out of shape, great knots protruding from 
face and body, joints decaying and dropping away 
—horrible I 
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THE last twenty-four hours we stayed in Damas- 
cus I lay prostrate witii a violent attack of 
didera, or dhdera morbus, and therefore had a 
good diance and a good excuse to lie there on that 
wide divan and take an honest rest. I had nothing 
to do but listen to the pattering of the fountains and 
take medicine and throw it up again. It was dan- 
gerous recreation, but it was pleasanter than trav- 
eling in Syria. I had plenty of snow from Mount 
Hermon, and, as it would not stay on my stomach, 
there was nothing to interfere witii my eating it — 
there was always room for more. I enjoyed m3rself 
very wdl. Syrian travel has its interesting features, 
like travel in any other part of the world, and 3ret to 
break your leg or have the cholera adds a welccmie 
variety to it. 

We left Damascus at noon and rode across tiie 
Tpiain a couple of hotms, and then the party stopped 
awhile in the shade of some fig trees to give me a 
chance to rest. It was the hottest day we had seen 
yet— the sun-flames shot down like the shafts of fire 
thatstream out before a blowpipe; the rays seemed 
to fall in a steady deluge on the head and pass down- 
ward like rain from a roof. I imagined I could dis- 
tinguish between tiie floods of rays — I tiiought I 
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cotild tell when each flood struck my head, when it 
reached my shoulders, and when the next one came. 
It was terrible. All the desert glared so fiercdy 
that my eyes were swimming in tears all the time. 
The boys had white umbrellas heavily lined with 
dark green. They were a prioress blessing. I 
thanked fortune that I had one, too, notwithstanding 
it was packed vip with the baggage and was ten nufes 
ahead. It is madness to trard in ^nria without fn 
umbrella. They tdd me in Betrout (these people 
who always gorge you with advice) that it was mad- 
ness to travel in Syria without an umfarella. It was 
on this account that I got one. 

But, honestly, I think an uad>rdkt is a nuisance 
anywhere when its business is to keep the sun off. 
No Arab wears a brim to his fez, or uses an umbrella, 
or anything to shade his eyes or his feuse, and be al* 
ways lodes comfortable and proper in the sun. But 
of all the ridiculous sights I ever have seen, our 
party of eight is the most so — they do cut such an 
outlandish figure. They travel single file; they all 
wear the endless white rag of CapstantinoidewK^)ped 
rotmd and round their hats and dangling down their 
backs; they all wear thick green q)ectades, with 
side-s^asses to them; they all hold white umbrdlas, 
lined with green, over their lieads; without txcep- 
tion their stirrups are too short — they are the very 
worst gang of horsemen on earth; their animals to 
a horse trot fearfully hard — and mbea they get 
strung out one after the other, e^atit^ straight ahead 
and breathless; bouncing hig^ and out of turn, all 
along tbt line; knees well up and stiff, elbows flap- 
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ping like a rooster's that is goix^ to crow, and the 
kmg file of umfardlas pof>pmg convulsively up and 
down — wima one sees this outrageous pictture ex- 
posed to the light of day, he is anui^ed that the gods 
don't get out their thunderbolts and dest^y them 
off the face of the earth! I do— I wonder at it. I 
wouldn't let any such caravan go through a country 
of mine. 

And when the sun drops below the horizon and 
the bo3rs dose their umbrellas and put them under 
their arms, it is only a variatioQ oi the picture, not 
a modification of its absurdity. 

But maybe you cannot see the wild extravagance 
of my panorama. You could if you were here* 
Here, you fed all the time just as if you were living 
about the year 1200 befcne CSxrist — or back to the 
patriaidis— or fcHward to the New Era. The 
scenery of the Bible is about you — ^the customs of 
the patriardis are around you — the same people, in 
the same flowing robes, and in sandals, cross your 
path — the same long trains of statdy camels go and 
come — the same impressive rdigious solemnity and 
silence rest upon the desert and the mountains that 
were upon them in the remote ages of antiquity, and 
behold, intruding upon a scene like this, comes this 
fantastic mob of green-spectaded Yanks, with their 
flapping dbows and bobbing umbrellas! It is 
Danid in the lion's den with a green cotton umbrella 
under his arm, all over again. 

My umbrella is with the baggage, and so are my 
green q)ectades — and there they shall stay. I will 
not use them. I will show some respect for the 
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eternal fitness of tilings It mH be bad enough to 
get stinstruck, without kxddng ridiodous into tiie 
bargain. If I fall, let me fall bearing about me tiie 
semblance of a Christian, at least. 

Three or four hotirs oat from Damascus we passed 
the spot where Saul was so abruptly converted, and 
from this place we looked back over the scordnng 
desert, and had our last glimpse of beautif td Damas^ 
cus, decked in its robes of shining green* After 
nightfall we reached our tents, just outside of the 
nasty Arab village of J<mesborouc^ Of course the 
real name of the place is El something or other, but 
the boys still refuse to recognise the Arab names or 
try to pronounce them. When I say that that village 
is of the usual style, I mean to inrintiate that all 
Syrian villages within fifty miles of Damascus are 
alike — so much alike that it would require more 
than hmnan iatelfigence to tell wherein one differed 
from another. A Syrian village is a hive of huts 
one story high (the hei^^t of a man), and as square 
as a dry-goods box; it is mud-plastered all over, fiat 
roof and all, and generally whitewashed after a f a^- 
ion. Hie same roof often extends over half the 
town, covering many of the streets, whidi are gener- 
ally about a yard wide. When you ride through one 
of these villages at noonday, you first meet a melan- 
choly dog, that looks up at you and silently begs that 
you won't run over him, but he does not offer to get 
out of the way; next you meet a young boy without 
any clothes on, and he holds out his hand and says 
"Bucksheesh!"— 4ie don't really expect a cent, but 
then he learned to say that before he learned to say 
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mother, and now be cannot break hiinsdf of it; next 
you meet a woman with a Uack veil drawn closely 
over her face, and her bust exposed; finally, you 
come to several sore-eyed children and children in 
an stages of mutilation and decay; and sitting 
humbly in the dust, and all fringed with filthy 
lags, is a poor devil whose arms and legs are gnarled 
and twisted hke grape vines. These are all the peo- 
ple you are Ukdy to see. The balance of the popu- 
lation are asleep within do(»:s, or abroad tending 
goats in the plains and on the hillsides. The vil- 
lage is built on some consumptive little watercourse, 
and about it is a little fredi-looking v^;etation. Be- 
yong this charmed circle, for miles on every side, 
stretches a weary desert of sand and gravel, which 
produces a gray bunchy shrub like sage-brush. A 
Sjrrian village is the sorriest sight in the world, and 
its surroundings are eminentiy in keefnng with it. 

I would not have gone into this dissertation upon 
Syrian villages but for the fact that Nimrod, the 
Mis^ty Hunter of Scriptural notoriety, is buried in 
Jonesborough, and I wished the public to know 
about how he is located. Like Homer, he is said 
to be buried in many other places, but this is the 
only true and genuine place his ashes inhabit. 

When the original tribes were dispa^ed, more than 
four thousand years ago, Nimrod and a large party 
traveled three or four hundred miles, and settled 
where the great city of Babylon afterward stood. 
Nimrod built that city. He also b^[an to build the 
famous Tower of Babel, but circumstances over 
/ which he had no control put it out of his power to 
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fioish it* He tan it up eig)it stories high, however^ 
and two of them still stand at this day, a colossal 
mass of brickworic, rent down the center by earth* 
quakes, and seared and vitrified by the lightnings of 
an angry God. But the vast ruin witt still stazKl for 
c^;es, to diame the puny labors of these modgyn 
generatiaos of men. Its hogt co mpa r tm ents aie 
tenanted by owls and lions, and old Nimrod lies 
neglected in this wretched village, far from the scene 
of his grand enterprise. 

We left Jonesborough very early in the momii^, 
and rode forever and forever and forever, it seemed 
to me, over parched deserts and rocky hiOs, hungry, 
and with no water to drink. We had drained the 
goatskins dry in a Uttte wMle. At noon we halted 
before the wretched Arab town of El Yuba Dam, 
perched on the side of a mountain, but the dragoman 
said if we api^ied there for water we would be at- 
tacked by tite wlK^e tribe, for they did not love 
Christians. We had to journey on. Two hours later 
we readied the foot of a tall isolated mountain, wliidl 
is crowned by the cnunbling castle of Banias, the 
stateliest ruin of that kind on earth, no doubt. It 
is a thousand feet long and two hundred wide, all 
of the most symmetrical, and at the same time the 
most ponderous, masonry. The massive towers and 
bastions are more than thirty feet high, and have 
been sixty. From the motmtain's peak its broken 
turrets rise above the groves of ancient oaks and 
dives, and look wonderfully picturesque. It is of 
such high antiquity that no man knows who built 
it or when it was built. It is utterly inaccessibk 
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eaccept in one {dace, where a bridle-path wi&ds up- 
ward amoi^ the solid rocks to the old pcntcullis. 
The horses' hoofe have bored hcdes in these rocks 
to the depth of six inches dttring the hundreds and 
hundreds of years that the castle was garrisoned. 
We wandered for three hours among the chambers 
and oypts amd dttngenns of the fortress, and trod 
irfiere the nuikd heels of many a knightly Crusader 
had rung, and wheM Phoenician heroes had walked 
ages before tbem. 

We wandered how sudb a solid mass of masooiy 
could be affected even by an earthquake, and could 
not undefstaad what agency had made Banias a ruin ; 
but we found the destroyer, after a while, and then 
oar wonder was increased tepfcdd. Seeds had fallen 
in crevices in the vast walls; the seeds had sprouted; 
the tender, insignificant sprouts had hardened; they 
grew larger and larger, and by a steady, impercepti- 
ble p ie ss me forced the great stones apart, and now 
are brisking sure destruction upon a giant work that 
has even mocked the earthquakes to scorn! Gnarled 
and twisted trees qpring from the old walls every- 
where, and beautify and overshadow the gray battle- 
ments with a wild luxuriance of foKage. 

From these old towers we looked down upon a 
broad, far-reachix^ green plain, guttering with the 
pools and rivulets wiudi are the sources of the sacred 
river Jordan. It was a grateful vision, after so much 
desert. 

And as the evening drew near, we clambered down 
the mountain, through groves of the BiUical oaks of 
Badian (for we were just stepping over the border 
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and entering the long-soui^t Holy Land), and at its 
extreme foot, toward the wide valley, we entered this 
little execrable village oi Banias and camped in a 
great grove of olive trees near a torrent of sparldii^ 
water whose banks are arrayed in fig trees, pome- 
granates, and (Meanders in full leaf. Barring the 
proximity of the village, it is a sort of paradise. 

The very first thing one feels like doing when he 
gets into canq>, all burning up and dusty, is to hunt 
up a bath. We followed the stream up to where it 
gushes out of the mountainside, three hundred yards 
from the tents, and took a bath that was so icy that 
if I did not know this was the main source of the 
sacred river, I wotdd expect harm to come of it. It 
was bathing at noonday in the diilly source of the 
Abana, ''River of Damascus," that gave me the 
cholera, so Dr. B. said. However, it g^erally does 
give me the cholera to take a bath. 

The incorrigible pilgrims have come in with their 
pockets full of spectmeos bndoen from the ruins. I 
wish this vandalism could be stopped. They brdoe 
off fragments from Noah's tomb; fnxn the exquisite 
sculptures of the tempLes of Baalbec; from the 
houses of Judas and Ananias, in Damascus; from 
the tomb of Nimrod the Mighty Hunter in Jones- 
borough; from the worn Greek and Roman inscrip- 
tions set in the hoary walls of the castle of Banias; 
and now they have been lu^ddng and chipping these 
old arches here that Jesus looked upon in the flesh. 
Heaven protect the Sqmlcher when this tribe in- 
vades Jerusalem! 

The ruins here are not very interesting. There 
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ate the massive walls of a great square btdldiiig that 
was ooce the dtadel; there are many ponderous old 
aidies that are so smodiered with debris that thejr 
baiely project above the ground; there are heavy 
walled sewers through ^rfikh the cr3rstal brook of 
lAAdi Jordan is bom still runs; in the hillside are 
the substructions of a costly marble temple that 
Herod the Great built here— fetches of its handsome 
mosaic floors still remain; there is a quaint old stone 
bridge that was here before Herod's time, maybe; 
scattered every^diere, in the paths and in the woods, 
are Corinthian capitals, broken pori^iyry pillars, and 
little fragments of sculpture; and up yonder in the 
precipice where the fountain gu^ies out, are well* 
worn Greek inscriptions over nkdies in the rock 
where in ancient times the Greeks, and after them 
the Romans, worshiped liie sylvan god Pan. But 
trees and btishes grow above many of these ruins 
now; the miserable huts of a fittte crew of filthy 
Arabs are perched upon the brcdcen masonry of 
antiquity, the whcde place has a sleepy, stupid, rural 
lode about it, and one can hardly bring himself to 
believe that a busy, substantially built city once 
existed here, even two tiiousand years ago. The 
place was nevertheless the scene of an event ^viioee 
effects have added page Biter page and vdume after 
vdume to the world's history. For in this place 
Christ stood when He said to Peter: 

Thou art Pteter; and ttpon this rock will I build my church, 
and the gates of hell shall not prevail against it. And I wfll 
give unto thee the keys of the Kingdom of Heaven; and what- 
soever thou shalt bind on earth shall be bound in heaven, and 
whatsoever thou shalt loose on earth shall be loosed in heaven. 
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On these little enatonces have been bdft vp the 
mighty edtfce of the QMtidi of itoaie; in them lie 
the authority for the in^ierial power of the Popes 
over teoqxyal affairs, and their gpdlike power to 
curse a soul or wa^ it white from sin. To sustain 
the positioci of ''the only true Church," whadi Rome 
claims was thus conferred upon her, she has fought 
and labored and struggled for many a century, and 
will continue to k&op herself busy in the same work 
to the end of time. The memorable words I have 
quoted give to this ruined city about all the interest 
it possesses to people of the present day. 

It seems carious enough to us to be standing on 
groand that was once actually pressed by the feet of 
the Saviour. The situation is s u ggiB Btiv e of a reality 
and a taaglbifity that seem at varianoe with the 
vagueness and mystery and ^bo^timeat that one 
najturally attadies to the diaracter of a god. I 
cannot comprehend yet that I am sitting where a 
god has stood, and loddng upon the brook and the 
mountains which that god looked upon, and am 
surrounded by dusky men and women wfaoae an- 
cestors saw him, aiiid even talked with him, fBot to 
face, and caidessly, just as they would have done 
with any other stranger. I cannot comprehend this; 
the gods of my understanding have been always 
hidden in clouds and very far away. 

This morning, during breakfast, the usual assem- 
tdage of squalid humanity sat patiently without the 
diarmed circle of the camp and waited for sudi 
crumbs as pity might bestow upon their misery. 
There were old and young, brown-skinned and yd- 
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low. Some of the men were tall and stalwart (for 
one hardly sees anywhere such splendid-looking men 
as here in the East), but all the women and children 
looked worn and sad» and distressed with hunger. 
They renrinded me much of Indians, did these peo- 
pte. Tb^ had but Kttle clothing, but such as they 
had was fanciful in character and fantastic in its 
arrangement. Any little absurd gewgaw or gim- 
crack they had they diq)oeed in such a way as to 
make it attract attention most readily. They sat in 
silence, and with tireless patience watched our every 
moticm with that vile, tmcomplaining impoliteness 
iiiiich is so truly Indian, and which makes a white 
man so nervous and uncomfortable and savage that 
he wants to exterminate the whde tribe. 

These people about us had other peculiarities, 
wfaidi I have noticed in the noble red man, too: 
they were infested with vermin, and the dirt had 
caked on them till it amounted to bark. 

The little children were in a pitiable condition — 
they an had sore eyes, and were otherwise afflicted 
in various ways. They say that hardly a native child 
in an the East is free from sore eyes, and that thou- 
sands of them go blind of one eye or both every 
year. I think tibis must be so, for I see plenty of 
Mind people every day, and I do not remember see- 
ing any children that hadn't sore eyes. And, would 
you su|^)ose that an American mother could sit for 
an hour, with her child in her arms, and let a hun- 
dred flies roost upon its eyes an that time undis- 
turbed? I see that every day. It makes my flesh 
creep. Yesterday we met a woman riding on a little 
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jackass, and she had a little child in her arms; 
honestly, I thought the child had goggles on as we 
approached, and I wondered how its mother could 
afford so much style. But when we drew near, we 
saw that the goggles were nothing but a camp-meet^ 
ing of flies assembled around each of the child's eyes, 
and at the same time there was a detachment pros- 
pecting its nose. The flies were happy, the child 
was contented, and so the mother did not interfere. 
As soon as the tribe found out that we had a 
doctor in our party, they b^;an to flock in fnun all 
quarters. Dr. B., in the charity of his nature, had 
taken a child from a woman who sat near by, and 
put some sort of a wash upon its diseased ^es. 
That woman went off and started the whole nation^ 
and it was a sight to see them swarm! The lame, 
the halt, the blind, the leprous — all the distempers 
that are bred of indolence, dirt, and iniquity — ^were 
represented in the congress in ten minutes, and still 
they camel Every woman that had a sick baby 
brought it along, and every woman that hadn't, 
borrowed one. What reverent and what worshiping 
looks they bent upon that dread, mysterious power, 
the Doctor! They watched him take his vials out; 
they watched him measure the particles of white 
powder; they watched him add drqps of one precious 
liquid, and drops of another; th^ lost not the 
slightest movement; their eyes were riveted upon 
him with a fascination that nothing cotdd distract. 
I believe they thought he was gifted like a god. 
When each individual got his portion of medicine, 
his eyes were radiant with joy — notwithstanding by 
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nature they are a thankless and impassive race — 
and upon his face was written the unquestioning 
faith that nothing on earth could prevent the patient 
from getting well now. 

Christ knew how to preach to these simple, 
superstitious, disease-tortured creatures: He healed 
the side They flocked to our poor human doctor 
this morning when the fame of what he had done to 
the sick child went abroad in the land, and they 
worshiped him with their eyes while they did not 
know as yet whether there was virtue in his simples 
or not. The ancestors of these — people ijrecisdy 
like them in color, dress, manners, customs, simplic- 
ity — flocked in vast multitudes after Christ, and 
wiien they saw Him make the afflicted whole with a 
word, it is no wonder they worshiped Him. No 
wonder His deeds were the talk of the nation. No 
wonder the multitude that fdllowed Him was so 
great that at one time — ^thirty miles from here — 
they had to let a sick man down through the roof 
beouise Ao approach cotdd be made to the door; 
no wonder His audiences were so great at Galilee 
that He had to preach from a ship removed a little 
distance from the shore; no wonder that even in the 
desert places about Bethsaida, five thousand invaded 
Ks solitude, and He had to feed them by a miracle 
or else see them suffer for their confiding faith and 
devotion; no wonder when there was a great com- 
motion in a city in those days, one neighbor ex- 
{dained it to another in words to this effect: ''They 
say that Jesus of Nazareth is comeT' 

Well, as I was saying, the doctor distributed 
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medicine as long as he had any to distribute, and 
his reputation is mighty in Galilee this day. Among 
his patients was the diild of the Sheik's daughter — 
for even this poor, ragged handful oi sores and sin 
has its royal Sheik — a poor old mummy that looked 
as if he would be more at home in a poorhouse 
than in the Chi^ Magistracy of this tribe of hope- 
less, shirtless savages. The princess — I mean the 
Sheik's daughter — ^was only thirteen or fourteen 
years old, and had a very sweet face and a pr^ty 
one. She was the only Syrian female we have seen 
yet who was not so sinfully u£^y that she couldn't 
smile after ten o'clock Saturday night without 
breaking the SaUmth. Her child was a hard speci- 
men, though — there wasn't enough of it to make a 
pie, and the poor little thing looked so pleadingly 
up at all who came near it (as if it had an idea that 
now was its chance or never) that we were filled with 
compassion which was genuine and not put on. 

But this last new horse I have got is trying to 
break his neck over the tent-ropes, and I shall have 
to go out and anchor him. Jericho and I have 
parted company. The new horse is not much to 
boast of, I think. One of his hind lq;s bends the 
wrong way, and the other one is as straight and stiff 
as a tent-pde. Most of his teeth are gone, and he 
is as blind as a bat. His nose has been broken at 
some time or other, and is arched Uke a culvert 
now. His under-lip hangs down like a camel's, and 
his ears are chopped off dose to his head. I had 
some trouble at first to find a name for him, but I 
finally c(»icluded to caU him Baalbec, because he is 
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siidi a magnifjnmt ram. I cannot keep from talking 
about my hocses^ because I have a veiy iotxg and 
tedious journey before mo, and they naturally oc- 
cupy my thoughts about as mudi as matters of ap- 
parently much greater importance. 

We satisfied otu* pilgrims by making those hard 
rides from Baalbec to Damascus, but Dan*s horse 
and Jade's were so crippled we had to leave them 
behind and get fredi animals for them. The drago- 
man sa3rs Jack's horse died I swapped horses with 
liobMmmed, the kingly-looking Egyptian who is our 
Ferguson's lieutenant. By Ferguson I mean our 
dragoman Abraham, d course. I did not take this 
hixrse on account of his personal appearance, but 
because I have not seen his bade I do not wish to 
see it. I have seen the backs of all the other horses, 
and found most of them covered with dreadful 
saddle-boils wbicb, I know have not been washed or 
doctored for years. The idea of riding all day king 
over sudi i^tastly inquisitions of torture is sickening. 
My horse must be like the othersi but I have at least 
the consolation of not knowing it.to be sa 

I hope that in future I may be spared any more 
sentimental praises of the Arab's idolatry of his 
horse. In boyhood I longed to be an Arab of the 
desert and have a beautiful mare, and call her 
Selim or Benjamin or Mohammed, and feed her with 
my own hands, and let her come into the tent, and 
teach her to caress me and look fondly upon me 
with her great tender eyes; and I wished that a 
stranger might come at sudi a time and offer me a 
hundred thousand dollars for her, so that I could do 
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Kke the other Arab&— hesitate, yearn for the money, 
bat, overcome by my love for my mare, at last say, 
''Part with thee, my beautiful one! Never with my 
hfe! Away, tempter, I scorn thy gdd!" and then 
bound into the saddle and speed over the desert like 
the wind! 

But I recall those aspirations. If these Arabs be 
like the other Arabs, their love for their beautiful 
mares is a fraud. These of my acquaintance have 
no love for their horses, no sentiment of pity for 
them, and no knowledge of how to treat them or 
care for them. The Sjnrian saddle-blanket is a 
quilted mattress two or three inches thick. It is 
never removed from the horse, day or ni^^t. It 
gets full of dirt and hah*, and becomes soaked with 
sweat. It is bound to breed sores. These pirates 
never think of washing a horse's bac^ They do 
not shelter the horses in the tents, either; they 
must stay out and take the weather as it comes. 
Look at poor cropped and dilapidated Baalbec, and 
weep for the sentiment that has been wasted upoii 
the Selims of romance. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

ABOUT an hour's ride over a rous^ rocky road, 
/\ half flooded with water, and through a forest 
of oaks of Bashan, brought us to Dan. 

Prom a Uttle mound here in the jdain issues a 
broad stieam of Hmpid water and forms a large 
shallow pool, and then rushes furiously onward, 
augmented in volume. This puddle is an important 
sooroe of the Jordan. Its banks, and those of the 
brook, are rcepecUibfy adorned with blooming 
oleanders, but the unutterable beauty of the spot 
wiU not tbiow a well-balanced man into convulsions, 
as the Syrian books of travel would lead one to 
suppose. 

Prom the spot I am speaking of, a cannon-ball 
would carry beycmd the confines of Holy Land and 
Hs^ upon pTQ&ne ground three nules away. We 
were only one little hour's travel within the borders 
of Holy Laiui — ^we had hardly hegtm to appreciate 
3ret that we were standing upon any different sort of 
earth than that we had always been ttsed to, and yet 
see how the historic names b^;an already to dusterl 
Dan — ^Bashan — Lake Hukh — ^the Sources of Jor- 
dan — ^the Sea of Galilee. They were all in sight 
but the last, and it was not far away. The little 
township of Bashan was once the kingdom so famous 
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in Scripture for its btills and its oaks. Lake Huleh 
is the Biblical "Waters of Merom." Dan was the 
northern and Beersheba the southern limit of Pales- 
tine — hence the expression "from Dan to Beer- 
sheba/' It is equivalent to our phrases "from 
Maine to Texas" — "from Baltimare to San Fran- 
cisco/' Our expression and that of the Israelites 
both mean the same — great distaooe. With tbftir 
sk)w camds and asses, it was about a seven ditys' 
journey from Dan to Beerahd^a — say a hundred 
and fifty or sbcty miles — it was the entire length of 
their country, and was not to be undertaken without 
great preparation and much cer^iKxiy. When the 
prodigal traveled to "a far country/' it is not likely 
that he went more than eighty or ninety milea. 
Palestine is only &cnn forty to sixty ottles wide. The 
state of Missouri could be spEt into three Palesttnes, 
and there would then be enous^ material kft for port 
of another— possibly a whole ona. Prom Baltimore 
to San Prandsco is several thousand miles, but it 
trill be only a seven dajrs' journey in tiie cars when 
I am two or three years older.^ If I Kve I sfaaH 
necessarily have to go across the contineiit every 
now and then in those ears, but one journey frora 
Dan to Beersheba wiU be suffideot, no doubt. It 
must be the most trying of the two. Therefore, if 
we chance to discover tJiat f lom Dan to Beer^ieba 
seemed a mighty stretdi of oountry to the Israelites, 
let us not be airy with them, but reflect that it was 
and is a mighty stretch wbaa one cannot traverse it 
by rail. 
^ TIm rnlrc>ad has been oooipltftad aittoe ths abovie in» 
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The small mound I hare meotioiied a ^dxQe agp 
was once occtqaed by the Phoenician dty of Laish. 
A party of filibusters from Zorah and Eshcol cap* 
imed the place, and lived there in a free and easy 
way, worshipmg gods of their own manufacture and 
stealing idds from their neij^bors whenever they 
wore their own out. Jeroboam set up a golden catf 
faefe to fiusdnate his people and keep them from 
making dangerous trips to Jerusalem to worship, 
which wii^ result in a return to their rightful 
allegiance. With all respect for those ancient Israel- 
ites, I cannot overlook the fact that they were not 
always virtuous encm^ to withstand the seductions 
of a golden calf. Human nature has not changed 
much since then. 

Some forty centuries ago the city of Sodom was 
pillaged by the Arab princes of Mesopotamia, and 
among other prisoners they seised upon the patri- 
arch Lot and brought him here on their way to their 
own ixMsesstons. Th^ brou^^t him to Dan, and 
father Abraham, who was pursuing them, crq>t 
sofdy in at dead of ni^^t, among the whispering 
oleanders and tmder the shadows of the stately oaks, 
and fell upon the slumbering victors and startled 
them from their dreams with the dash of steeL He 
recaptured Lot and all the other plunder. 

We moved on. We were now in a green valley, 
five or six miles wide and fifteen long. The streams 
which are called the sources of the Jordan flow 
throui^ it to Lake Huleh, a shallow pond three miles 
in diameter, and fnun the southern extremity of the 
lake the concentrated Jordan flows out. The lake is 
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surrounded by a broad mardi, grown with reeds. 
Between the marsh and the mountains which wall 
the valley is a respectable strip of fertile land; at 
the end at the valley, toward Dan» as mudi as half 
the land is solid and fertile, and watered by Jordan's 
sources. There is enough of it to make a farm. It 
almost warrants the enthusiasm of the spies of that 
rabUe of adventurers who captured Dan. They 
said: ''We have seen the land, and behold it is very 
good. ... A place where there is no want of any- 
thing that is in the earth." 

Their enthusiasm was at least warranted by the 
fact that they had never seen a country as good as 
this. There was enough of it for the ample support 
of their six hundred men and their families, too. 

When we got fairly down on the levd part of the 
Danite farm, we came to places where we could 
actually run otir horses. It was a notable circum- 
stance. 

We had been painfully clambering over intermin- 
able hills and rocks for days together, and when we 
suddenly came upon this astonishing piece of rock- 
less plain, every man drove the spurs into his horse 
and sped away with a velocity he could surely enjoy 
to the utmost, but could never hope to comprehend 
in Syria. 

Here were evidences of cultivation — a rare sight 
in this country — an acre or two of rich soil studded 
with last year's dead com-staOcs of the thickness 
of your thumb and very wide apart. But in sudi 
a land it was a thrilling spectacle. Qose to it was a 
stream, and on its banks a great herd of curious- 
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looking Syrian goats and aheqp wei^ gratefully eat- 
ing gravel. I do not state this as a petrified fact — 
I only suppose th^ were eating gravel, because there 
did not appear to be anything else for them to eat. 
The shei^erds that tended them were the veiy pic- 
tures of Joseph and his brethren, I have no doubt in 
the world. They were tall, muscular, and very 
dark-skinned Baiouios, with inky black beards. 
They had firm Ups, unquailing eyes, and a kingly 
statdiness of bearing. They wore the parti-colored 
half bonnet, half hood, with fringed ends falling 
upon their shoulders, and the full« flowing robe 
barred with broad black stripes— the dress ooid sew 
in all pictures of the swarthy sons of the desert 
These chaps would sell their younger brothers if they 
had a chance, I think. They have the manners, the 
custcmis, the dress, the occupation, and the loose 
principles of the ancient stock. [They attacked our 
can^ last night, and I bear them no good will] 
They had with them the pygmy jackasses one sees 
an over Syria and remembers in all pictures of the 
"Flight into E^QTpt," where Mary and the Young 
Child are riding and Joseph is walking alongside, 
towering high above the little donkey's shoulders. 

But, really, here the man rides and carries the 
duld, as a general thing, and the woman walks. 
The customs have not changed since Joseph's time. 
We would not have in our houses a picture repre- 
smting Joseph riding and Mary walking; we would 
see profanation in it, but a Syrian Christian would 
not. I know that hereafter the picture I first q>oke 
of will look odd to me. 
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We oouM not stop to rest two or three bonis oat 
from otff camp, of course, albeit the brook was 
beside tts. So we went on an boor longer. We 
saw water then, but nowhere in all the waste around 
was there a foot of shade, and we were scorc hin g to 
death. ''Like unto the shadow of a great rock in a 
weary land.'* Nothing in the Bible is more beauti- 
ful than that, and surely there is no place we have 
wandered to that is able to give it sodi toudung 
expression as this Mistering, naked, treeless land. 

Here you do not stop just when you please, but 
when you can. We found water, but no shade. 
We traveled on and found a tree at last, but no 
water. We rested and lundied, and came on to this 
place, Ain Mellahah (the boys call it Baldwinsville). 
It was a very short day's run, but the dngoamn, 
does not want to go further, and has invented a 
fusible He about the country beyond this being 
infested by ferocious Arabs, who would make deep- 
ing in their midst a dangerous iMwtJme. Wdl, they 
ought to be dangerous. They carry a rusty old 
weather-beaten flintlock gun, with a barrel that is 
longer than themselves; it has no sis^bts on it; it 
will not carry farther than a bridd)at, and is not 
half so certain. And the great sash they wear in 
many a fold around their waists has two or three 
absturd old horse-pistols in it that are rusty from 
eternal disuse — ^weapons that would hang firo just 
about long enous^ for you to walk out of range, 
and then burst and blow the Arab's head off. Bz* 
oeedini^y dangerous these sons of the desert are. 

It used to make my blood run cold to read Wm* 
tio 
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C. GtimeB's haiHbrasdth csciq3es from Bedooins, but 
I Honk I could read them now without a tremor. 
He iisver said he ms attacked by tt^*^n«i^g, I be^ 
Heve, or was ever treated undvilly, but then in about 
every other chapter he discovered them approach- 
ing, anyhow, and he had a bkxxl-curdling fashion 
cf woridng up the peril; and of wondering how his 
relations far away would fed could they see theif 
poor wandering boy, with his weary feet and his 
dim eyes, ki such fearful danger; and <tf thinking 
for the last time of the old homestead, and the dear 
okA cbmdi, and the cow, and those thmgs; and of 
finally straig^tentng his form to its utmost heii^ in 
the saddle, drawing his trusty revdver, and then 
dashing the spurs into ''Mohemmed** and sweeping 
down upon the ferocious enemy determined to sdl 
his life as dearly as posttUe. True, the Bedouins 
never did anything to him n^hen he arrived, and 
never had any intention d doing anything to him in 
the first {dace, and wondered what in the mischief he 
was making all that to-do about; but still I could 
not divest myself of the idea, somehow, that a 
frightful peril had been escaped through that man's 
daredevil bravery, and so I never eoukl read about 
WnL C. Grimes's Bedouins and sleep comfortably 
afterward But I believe the Bedoums to be a 
fraud, now. I have seen the monster, and I can 
outrun hun. I shall never be afraid of his daring to 
stand behind hk own gun and discharge it. 

About fifteen hundred jrears before Qnist, this 
camp-ground of ours by the Waters cf Merom was 
the scene of one cf Joshua's exterminating battles. 
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Jabin, King of Haior («p yonder above Din)« 
called all tbe sheiks about htm together, with thsir 
hosts, to make ready for Israel's terrible General 
who was approaching. 

And when aU these Sags were met together, they came and 
pitdied together by the Waters of Merom, to fi|^ against Lsad. 

And they went oat, they and all tbek hosts with them, mudi 
people, even as the saad that is npoo the aeashoie for multi- 
tude [etc.]. 

But Joshua fell upon them and utterly destrqjred 
them, root and branch. That was his usual policy 
in war. He never left any chance for newspaper 
controversies about ndio won the battle. He made 
tiiis valley, so quiet now, a reeking slaughter-pen. 

Somewhere in this part of the country — ^I donot 
know exactly where — Israd fought another bloody 
battle a hundred years later. Ddborah, the profdiet- 
ess, tdd Barak to take ten thousand men and saUy 
forth against another King Jabin who had been 
doing something. Barak came down from Mount 
Tabor, twenty or twenty-five nules from here, and 
gave battle to Jabin's forces, who were in command 
of Sisera. Barak won the fig^t, and while he was 
making the victory complete by the usual method of 
exterminating the remnant of the defeated host, 
Sisera fled away on foot, and when he was nearly 
exhausted by fatigue and thirst, one Jael, a woman 
he seems to have beoi acquainted witii, invited him 
to come into her tent and rest himsdf . The weary 
soldier acceded readily enough, and Jael put him to 
bed. He said he was very thirsty, and adoed his 
generous preserver to get him a cup of water. She 
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brous^t him some milk, and he drank of it grate- 
fully and lay down again, to forget in jdeasant 
dreams his lost battle and his humbled pride. 
Presently ^dien he was asleep she came softly in 
with a hammer and drove a Mdeous tent-pin down 
tfaroui^ his bcainl 

''For he was fast asleep and weary. So he died.'' 
Such is the toucfaii^ language of the Bible. "The 
Song of Deborah and Barak" praises Jael for the 
memorable service she had rendered, in an exultant 
strain: 

Blessed above wocnea shall Jad the wife of Heber the Eenite 
be, blessed shall she be above women in the tent. 

He adnd for water, and she gave htm milk; she bcoaglbt 
faith butter in a lordly dish. 

^put her hand to the nail, and her ri^^t hand to the work- 
man's hammer; and with the hanmier she smote Sisera, she soiote 
off his head when she4iad pierced and stricken through his tem* 

At her feet he bowed, he feU, he lay down: at her feet he 
bowed, he f dl ; where he bowed, there he f dl down dead. 

Stirring scenes like these occur in this valley no 
more. There is not a scditary village throue^iout its 
wiiole extent — not for thirty miles in either direc- 
tion. There are two or three small clusters of 
Bedouin tents, but not a sinj^e permanent habita- 
tion. One may ride ten miles, hereabouts, and not 
see ten human beings. 

To this region one of the prophecies is applied: 

I win bring the land into desolation; and your enemies whidi 
dwell therein shall be astonished at it. And I will scatter you 
among the heathen, and I will draw out a sword after ]^ou; and 
your land diaU be desolate and your dties waste. 
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No wan can stand here by deserted Am MeOahah 
and say the prophecy has not been fulfilled. 

In a verse from the Bible which I haTe quoted 
above, occtirs the phrase "all these Idngs.'" It at* 
tracted my attention in a moment, because it canies 
to my mind such a vastly different sigmficanoe from 
wbMt it always did at home. I can see easily enough 
that if I wirfi to profit by tUs tour and oome to a 
correct tmderrtanding of the matters of interest 
connerted with it, I nrast studioudy and faithfuUy 
unlearn a great many things I have somehow ab- 
sorbed concerning Palestine. I must b^:in a system 
of reduction. Like my grapes which the spies bore 
oat of tiie Phx ni sed Land, I have got everjrthing 
in Palestine on too large a scale. Some ci my 
ideas were wild enough. The word Palestine always 
brooi^t to niy mind a vague suggestion of a country 
as large as the United States. I do not know why, 
but such was the case. I suppose it was because I 
could not conceive of a small country having so 
large a history. I think I was a little surprised to 
find that the grand Sultan of Turkey was a man of 
only ordinary size. I nmst try to reduce my ideas 
of Pktottibe to a mere reasonable diape. Ctee gets 
large impresaons in boyhood, sometimes, vrfnch he 
has to fight acainst all his life. ''AU these kings.'* 
When I used to read that in Sunday-sdioot, it sug- 
gested to me the several kings of sndi countries as 
Ens^d, Prance, Spain, Germany, Russia, etc., ar- 
rayed in splendid robes ablaze with jewels, march- 
ing in grave procesdon, with scepters of gold in their 
hands and flashing crowns tqxm their heads. But 
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here in Ain Mellahah, after coming through Sjrria, 
and after giving serious study to the character and 
customs of the country, the phrase ''all these kings" 
loses its grandeur. It suggests only a parcel of 
petty chiefs — ill-dad and ill-conditioned savages 
mudi like our Indians, who lived in full sight of 
each other and whose ''kingdoms" were large when 
they were five miles square and contained two 
tfaoussmd souls. The comfained monarchies of the 
thirty "kings" destnyyed by Joshua on one of his 
famous campaigns, cmly covered an area about 
equal to four of our counties of ordinary size. The 
poor old sheik we saw at Cesarea Philippi, with his 
ragged band of a hundred f<dlowers, would have 
been called a "king" in those ancient times. 

It is seven in the morning, and as we are in the 
coimtry, the |prass ought to be sparkling with dew, 
the flowers enriching the air with their fragrance, 
and the birds singing in the trees. But, alas! there 
is no dew here, nor flowers, nor birds, nor trees. 
There is a plain and an unshaded lake, and beyond 
them some barren mountains. The tents are tum- 
bling, the Arabs axe quarreling like dogs and cats, 
as usual, the camp-ground is strewn with packages 
and bundles, the labor of packing them upon the 
backs of the mules is progressing with great activity, 
the horses are saddled, the umbrellas are out, and in 
ten minutes we shall mount and the long procession 
win move again. The white city of the Mellahah, 
resurrected for a moment out of the dead centuries, 
win have disappeared again and left no sign. 
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WS traversed some miles of desolate country 
whose soO is rich enous^ but is given over 
wholly to weeds — a silent, mournful expanse, wherein 
we saw only three persons — ^Arabs, with nothing 
on but a long coarse shirt Uke the "tow-linen" 
shirts which used to form the only sunmier garment 
of little negro boys on Southern plantations. Sh^>- 
herds they were, and they charmed their flocks with 
the traditional shepherd's pipe — a reed instrument 
that made music as exquisitely infernal as these 
same Arabs create ythen they sing. 

In their pipes lingered no echo of the wonderful 
music the shepherd forefathers heard in the Plains oi 
Bethlehem ^^i^t time the angels sang "Peace on 
earth, good will to men.'' 

Part of the ground we came over was not ground 
at all, but rocks — cream-ccrfored rocks, worn smooth, 
as if by water; with sddom an edge or a comer on 
them, but scooped out, honeycombed, bored out 
with eye-holes, and thus wrought into all manner 
of quaint shapes, among which the uncouth imita- 
tion of skulls was frequent. Over this part of the 
route were occasional remains of an old Roman road 
like the Appian Way, whose paving-stones still 
dung to their places with Roman tenacity. 
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Gray lizards, those heirs of ruin, of septilchers 
and desolation, glided in and out among the rocks 
or lay still and sunned themselves. Where pros- 
perity has reigned, and fallen; where glory has 
flamed, and gone out; where beauty has dwelt, and 
passed away; where gladness was, and sorrow is; 
where the pomp of life has been, and silence and 
death brood in its high places, tl^ere this reptile 
makes his home, and mocks at human vanity. His 
coat is the color of ashes; and ashes are the symbol ctf 
hopes that have perished, of aspirations that came to 
nauc^t, of kves that are buried. If he could speak, 
he would say. Build temples: I will lord it in their 
ruins; build palaces: I will iohabit them; erect 
enqnres: I will inherit them; bury your beautiful: 
I will watch the worms at their work; and you, who 
stand here and moraUze over me: I will crawl over 
yow corpse at the last. 

A few ants were in this desert place, but merely 
to spend the summer. They brought their provi- 
sions from Ain Mellahah — eleven miles. 

Jack is not very well to-day, it is easy to see; but, 
boy as he is, he is too much of a man to speak of 
it. He exposed himsdf to the sun too much yester- 
day, but since it came of his earnest desire to learn, 
and to make this journey as tiseful as the oppor- 
tunities will allow, no one seeks to discourage him 
by faultfinding. We missed him an hour from the 
camp, and then found him some distance away, by 
the edge of a brook, and with no umbrella to protect 
him from the fierce sun. If he had been used to 
gdng without his xmibrella, it would have been well 
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enough, ol course; but he was not. Ife was just in 
the act of throwing a dod at a mud-turtle which was 
sunning itself on a small log in the brook. We 
said: 

'^Don't do that» Jade What do you want to 
harm him for? What has he done?" 

"Well, then, I won't kill him, but I ought to, 
becatise he is a fraud.'' 

We asked him why, but he said it was no matter. 
We asked him why, once or twice, as we walked 
bade to the camp, but he still said it was no matter. 
But late at night, when he was sitting in a thougtit*^ 
ful mood on the bed, we asked him again and he 
said: 

"Well, it don't matter; I don't mind it now, but 
I did not Kke it to-day, you know, because I don't 
tell anything that isn't so, and I don't think the 
Colond ought to, dther. But he did; he told us 
at prayers in the Pilgrims' tent, last ni{^, and he 
seemed as if he was reading it out of tiie Bible, too, 
about this country flowing with milk and honey, and 
about the voice of the turtle being heard in the 
land. I thought that was drawing it a fittle strong, 
about the turtles, anyhow, but I asked Mr. CSiurch 
if it was so, and he said it was, and what Mr, Churdi 
tells me, I believe. But I sat there and watched 
that turtle nearly an hour to-day, and I almost 
burned up in the sun; but I never heard him sing. 
I believe I sweated a double handful of sweat — 
I know I did — because it got in my ej^es, and it 
was running down over my nose all the time; aiKl 
you know my pants are tighter than anybody else's 
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— FBxis fCK^idiness— and the buckskin seat of them 
f^t wet witii sweat, and then got dry again and 
bi^;an to draw up and pinch and tear loose — it was 
awful — but I never heard him ^g. Finally I said, 
This is a fraud — ^that is what it is, it is a fraud — 
and if I had had any sense I might have known a 
cursed mud-turtle couldn't sing. And tiien I said, 
I dcm't wish to be hard on this fdlow, and I wiffl 
just give him ten minutes to commence; ten nnn- 
utes — and then if he don't, down goes his building. 
But he did$i*t annmence, you know. I had stayed 
there all that tkne, thinking maybe he mig^t, pretty 
Mon, because he kept on mismg his head iq> and 
letting it down, and dmwing the skin over his eyes 
for a minute and then opening them out again, as 
if he was trying to study up something to dng, but 
just as the ten mimrtes were up and I was all beat out 
and bUstersd, be laid his blamed head down on a 
knot and went fast asleep.'' 

'"It was a little Ittrd, after you had waited so 
k)ng." 

''I should think so. I said, Well, if you won't 
ting, yon sha'n't sleep, anyway; and if you fellows 
had let me akme I would have made hkn Mn out of 
Galilee quicks than any turtle ever did yet. But it 
isn't any matter now— let it go. The ^n is all off 
tibe bade cf my neck." 

About toi in the nu^ning we halted at Joseph's 
Pit. This is a ruined Khan of the Middle Ages, in 
one of whose side courts is a great walled and 
ardied pit with water in it, and this pit,^one tradition 
says, is the ooe Joseph's brethren cast him into. A 
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mon authentic traditi<»i, aided by the gpogt&fixy 
of the country, places the pit in Dothan, some two 
days' journey from here. However, since there are 
many who bdieve in this present pit as the true ooe^ 
it has its interest. 

It is hard to make a choice at the most beautiful 
passage in a book which is so gemmed with beautiful 
passages as the BiUe; but it is certain that not 
many things within its lids may take rank above the 
exquisite story at Joseph. Who taught those ancient 
writers their simplicity of language, their felicity of 
expression, their pathos, and, above all, their faculty 
of sinking themselves entirely out of sight of the 
reader and making the narrative stand out alone and 
seem to tell itself? Shakespeare is always present 
^daen one reads his book; Macaulay k present whea 
we follow the march of his stately sentences; but 
the Old Testament writers are hidden from view. 

If the pit I have been speaking of is the ri|^t ooe» 
a scene transpired there, long ages ago^ ^duch is 
familiar to us all in pictures. The sons of Jacob 
had been pasturing their flocks near there. Their 
father grew uneasy at their long absence, and sent 
Josqdi, his favorite, to see if anything had gone 
wrong with them. He traveled six or seven days' 
journey; he was only seventeen years old, and« boy- 
like, he toiled through that long stretch of the vilest, 
rockiest, dustiest country in Asia, arrayed in the 
pride of his heart, his beautiful daw-hammer coat 
of many colors. Joseph was the favorite, and that 
was one crime in the eyes of his brethren; he had 
dreamed dreams, and interpreted them to fore- 
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fifaftdow faii devstiao tar above all his funily in jkbe 
far future, and that waa another; he was dressed 
well and had doubdess diqdayed the harmless vanity 
of youth in loeeptng the fact pfominently befon hk 
brothers. These were crinies his elders fretted over 
among th emie lv es and ptoposed to punish ^dien the 
opport u nity should oBer. When they saw him 
coming up from the Sea of Galilee, they reoognised 
him and were j^ad. They said, "Lo, here is tins 
dreamer— let us kill him.'' But Reuben pleaded 
for his life, and tiiey spared it. But they anced the 
boy, and stripped the hated ooat from lids back and 
pushed him into the pit. Tkey intended to let him 
die there, but Reuben inteflded to liberate him 
secredy. However, while Reuben was away for a 
little while, the brethren sold Joseph to some Ish<^ 
mafilitish merchaats who were journeying toward 
Egypt. Such is the history of the pit. And the 
selfaame pit k there in tiiat place, even to this day; 
and there it will remain until the next detachment of 
image-breakers and toncd>-de8ecrators arrives from 
the Quakar City cscursiQn, and they will infallibty 
dig it up and carry it away with theuL For behdd 
in them is no reverence for the solemn monuments 
of the past, and whithersoever they go they destroy 
and spare not. 

Joseph became rich, distinguished, powerful — as 
the Bible expresses it, ''lord over all the land of 
Egypt.'* Joeefdi was the real king, the strength, 
the brain of the monarchy, though Pharaoh held the 
title. Joseph is one of the truly great men of the 
Old Testament. And he was tlie noblest and the 
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suudiest, save Bsm. Yfby Aail we not aty a good 
word for the piisody Badboia? The only crimt 
that can be Intmc^t agniost hnn is tiiat ht was im- 
fartvnate. Why must everybody praise Joseph's 
grsat^hearted generosity to his crad brethren, wilh- 
out stint of fervent langaage, and fitng only a re- 
hictant bone of praise to Esau for Us still MhKmer 
generosity to the brother w1k> had wroqged him? 
Jacob todc advantage of Baau's oon s t u n in g hunger 
to rob him of has tnrliiri|^t and the great honor and 
consideration that bekmgod to the position; by 
treachery and falsehood he robbed him of his 
Other's blessing; he made of him a stranger in his 
home, and a wanderer. Yet after twenty years had 
passed away and Jacob met Esau and fell at his feet 
quaking with fear and beting piteotisty to be spared 
the punishment he know he deserved, what did tiiat 
magnificent savage do? He fdl upon his nedk and 
embraced himi When Jaoob^-^who was incapable 
of oompfAending nobility of ciuvacter — stiH doubts 
ing, stfll feariiq;, insisted ^xxi *^findtttg grace with 
my lord" by the bribe of a picaui t of csttfe, what 
did the gorgeous son of the desert soy? 

''Nay, I have enot^ my bratfaer; keep that 
tiiou hast tinto tixyself f' 

Esau found Jacob rich, beloved bjr wives and 
diildren, and tncr^tag in state, with servants, herds 
of cattle and trains of camels— but he himself was 
still the uncourted outcast this biotho* had made 
him. After thirteen years of romantic mystery, tbd 
brethren who had wronged Joseph, came, strar^gers 
in a strange land, htmgry and humble^ to buy ''a 
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little food"; and bctng summoned to a palaoe, 
charged iritfa crime, they behdkl in its owner their 
wronged brother; they were trembling be^igars — 
he, the lord of a mighty empirel What Joseph 
that ever Uved would have thrown away such a 
chance to "show off"? Who stands first — outcast 
Esau forgiving Jacob in prosperity, or Joseph on a 
Idng's throne &ngiving the ragged tremblers whose 
happy rascality placed him there? 

Just before we came to Joe^h's Pit» we had 
'"raised" a hill» and there, a few miles before us, 
with not a tree or a shrub to interrupt the view, lay 
a vision which millions of worshipers in th^ far lands 
of the earth would give half their possessions to 
see — ^the sacred Sea of Galilee! 

Therefore we tarried only a short time at the pit. 
We rested the horses and ourselves, and felt for a 
few minutes the tdessed shade of the ancient build- 
bsgji. We were out of water, but the two or three 
soowfing Arabs, with their long guns, who were 
idling about the place, said they had none and that 
there was none in the vicinity. They knew there 
was a little braddsfa water in the pit, but they 
venerated a i>Iaoe made sacred by their ancestor's 
imprisonment too much to be willing to see Christian 
dogs drink from it. But Ferguson tied rags and 
handkerchiefs together till he made a rope long 
enough to lower a vessd to the bottom, and we 
drank and then rode on; and in a short time we 
dismounted on those shorta ^ditch the feet of the 
&tviour have made hdfy ground. 

At noon we took a swim in the Sea (rf Galilee — a 
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blessed privil^ie in this roasting climate — and then 
lunched under a neglected old fig tree at the fountain 
they call Ain-et-Tin, a hundred yards from ruined 
Capernaum. Every rivulet that gurgles out of the 
rocks and sands of this part of the world is dubbed 
with the title of ''fountain,'' and people familiar 
with the Hudson, the Great Lakes, and the Missis- 
sippi fall into transports of admiration over them, 
and exhaust their powers of composition in writing 
their praises. If all the poetry and nonsense that 
have been discharged upon the f otmtains and the 
bland scenery of this r^on were collected in a 
book, it would make a most valuable volume to 
bum. 

During luncheon, the pUgrim enthusiasts of our 
party, who had been so light-hearted and happy 
ever since they touched holy ground that they did 
little but mutter incoherent rhapsodies, could scarce- 
ly eat, so anxious were they to "take shipping" and 
saH in very person upon the waters that had borne 
the vessels of the Apostles. Their anxiety grew and 
their excitement augmented with every fleeting mo- 
ment, until my fears were aroused and I began to 
have misgivings that in their present condition they 
might break recklessly loose from all considerations 
of prudence and buy a whole fleet of ships to sail in 
instead of hiring a single one for an hour, as quiet 
fdk are wont to do. I trembled to think of the 
ruined purses this day's performances mig^t result 
in. I could not help reflecting bodingly upon the 
intemperate zeal with which middle-aged men are 
apt to surfeit themselves upon a seductive folly 
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wliich they have tasted for the first tfane. And yet 
I did not feel that I had a rigjit to be surprised at 
the state of things which was giving me so much con- 
cern. These men had been tau^^t from infancy to 
revere, ahnost to worship, the hdy places whereon 
their happy eyes were resting now. For many and 
many a year this very picture had visited their 
thoughts by day and floated through their dreams by 
night. To stand before it in the flesh — ^to see it as 
they saw it now — ^to sail upon the hallowed sea, 
and kiss the holy soil that compassed it about; these 
were aspirations they had cherished while a genera- 
tion dragged its lagging seasons by and left its 
furrows in their faces and its frosts upcm their hair. 
To look upon this picture, and sail upon this sea, 
they had forsaken home and its idols and journeyed 
thousands and thousands of miles, in weariness and 
tribulation. What wonder that the sordid lights of 
work-day prudence should pale before the ^ory of 
a hope like theirs in the fall splendcv of its fruiticm? 
Let them squander millionsl I said — who speaks 
of money at a time Uke this? 

In this frame of mind I followed, as fast as I 
could, the eager footsteps of the pilgrims, and stood 
upon the shore of the lake, and swelled, with hat 
and voice, the frantic hail they sent after the "ship" 
that was speeding by. It was a success. The 
toilers of the sea ran in and beached their bade. 
Joy sat upon every countenance. 

"How much? — ask him how much, Ferguson! — 
how much to take us all — eight of us and jrou — to 
Betiisaida, jronder, and to the mouth of Jordan, and 
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to the plaoe where the swine lan down into the 
sea — qtdckt — end we want to coast around every* 
where — evei y where f-— all day long! — I could saS, 
a year in these watersl — and tell him well stop 
at Magdala and finish at Tiberias! — ask him how 
muchi — an3rthing — aiqrthing whatever! — tell him 
we don't care what the expense is!" [I said to 
mysetty I knew how it would be.] 

Ferguson — (interpreting) — "He says two napo- 
leons — eight ddlars/' 

One or two countenances fell. Then a pause. 

"Too much!— we'll give him one!" 

I never shall know how it was — ^I shudder yet 
yAiea I think how the plaoe is given to mirarfcBi — 
but in a stng^ instant of time, as it seemed to me, 
that dnp was twenty paces from the shoce, and 
speecKng away like a frightened thing! Eigjiit crest- 
fallen creatures stood upon the shore, and oh, to 
think of it! this — ^tUs — after all that overmaster* 
ing ecstasy! Gii, diameful, shameful ending, after 
such unseemly boastii^! It was to mxKh like 
"Ho! let me at him!" followed by a prudent " Two 
of you hold him — one can hold me!" 

Instantly there was wailing and gnaddng of teeth 
in the camp. The two napoleons were offered — 
more if necessary — and pilgrims add dragoman 
shouted themselves hoarse with pleadings to the 
retreating boatmen to come back. But they sailed 
serenely away and paid no further heed to pilgrims 
who had dreamed all their lives of some day skim- 
ming over the sacred waters of Galilee and listening 
to its hallowed story in the whispering of its waves^ 
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and had journeyed ootmtkss leagues to do ft» and — 
and then oonchided ikat the iare was too high* 
Impertinent Mohammedan Ambs, to think such 
things of gentlemen of another faith. 

WeO, there was nothing to do btxt just submit and 
forego tibe pririlege ct voyaging on Geonesaret, after 
oonui^ half around tlK g^obe to taste that pleasiire« 
Then was a time, when the Saviour taught here, 
that boats were plenty amoi^ the fishermen of the 
coasts — but boats and fishermen both are gone 
now; and old Josephus had a fleet of menof-war in 
these waters eifi^iteen oentories ago — a hundred and 
thirty bold canoes— but they, also, have passed 
away and left no sign. They batde here no more 
by sea, and Hie commercial marine of Galilee nunw 
hers only two small ships, just of a pattern with the 
Kttie skiflh the disciples knew. One was lost to xm 
for gcxxi--^the other was miles away and far out d 
haiL So we moanttd the horses and rode grimly 
on toward Magdak, oantering along hi the edge oE 
the water for want of liie means of passing over it* 

How the pilgrims abased each other! Eadi said 
it was the other's fetutt, and each in turn demed it. 
No word was spcdcen by the sinners — even the 
mildest sarcasm mi^^t have been dangerous at such 
a time. Sinners that have been kept down and had 
examples fatid up to them, and suffered frequent 
lectures, and been so put upon in a moral way and 
in the matter of going slow and being serious and 
bottling up slang, and so crowded in regard to the 
matter of beh^ proper and always and forever 
bdiaving, tiiat their Kves have become a burden to 
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tiiem, would not lag behmd pilgrimB at mdi a time 
as this, and wink furtsvdy, and be joyful, and com- 
mit other sudi Crimea — because it would not occur 
to them to do it. Otherwise they woukL But thqr 
did do it, tbofof^ — and it did them a world of good 
to bear the pilgrims abuse each other, too. We 
took an unworthy satirfactioii in sedng them fall 
out, now and then, because it showed that they were 
only poor human people Uke us, after aU. 

So we an rode down to Magdala, wbjle the gnaw- 
ing of teeth waxed and waned by turns, and hardi 
words troubled the holy calm of Galilee. 

Lest any man think I mean to be ill-natured when 
I talk about our pilgrims as I have been talking, I 
widi to say in all sincerity that I do not. I would 
not listen to lectures from men I did not Uke and 
oould not respect; and none of these can say I ever 
took their lectures unkindly, or was restive under 
the infliction, or failed to try to profit by what they 
said to me. They are better men than I am; I can 
say that honestly; they are good friends ci mine, 
too — and besides, if tbey did not wiaii to bestirred 
up oocasknaOy in print, nlxy in the mischief did 
they travel with me? They knew me. They knew 
my liberal way — ^that I lake to give and take — 
when it is for me to give and other people to take. 
When one of them threatened to leave me in Damas- 
cus when I had the cholera, he had no real idea 
of doing it — ^I know his passionate nature and the 
good impulses that underlie it. And did I not 
overhear CSiurch, another pilgrim, say he dkl not 
care who went or who stayed, he would stand by me 
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till I walked out of Damascus on my own feet or was 
carried out in a coffin, if it was a year? And do I 
not include Qturch every time I abuse the pilgrims 
— and would I be likely to speak ill-naturedly of 
him? I wish to stir them up and make them 
healthy; that is all. 

We had left Capernaum bdm^ us. It was only 
a shapdftfis rum. It txxe no semblance to a town, 
and had nothing about it to suggest that it had ever 
been a town. But all descdate and unpeofded as it 
was, it was illustrious ground. Prom it qarang that 
tree of Christianity whose broad arms overshadow 
so many distant lands to-day. After Christ was 
tempted of the devil in the desert, he came here and 
b^;an his teadungs; and during the three or four 
years he lived afterward, this place was his home 
almost altogether. He b^;an to heal the sick, and his 
fame soon spread so widely that sufferers came from 
Syria and beyond Jordan, and even from Jerusalem, 
several days' journey away, to be cured of their dis- 
eases. Here he healed the centurion's servant and 
Peter's mother-in-law, and multitudes of the lame 
and the blind and persons possessed of devils; and 
here, also, he raised Jairus's daughter from the dead* 
He went into a ship with his disciples, and wbea 
they roused him from sleep in the midst of a storm, 
he quieted the winds and lulled the trouUed sea to 
rest with his voice. He passed over to the other 
side, a few miles away, and relieved two men of 
devils, which passed into some swine. After his 
return he called Matthew from the receipt of cus- 
toms, performed some cures, and created scandal 
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by eating widi publicans and wmers. Then he wenfe 
healing and tearhing throas^ GaUlee, and even 
journeyed to Tyie and Sidon. He dxee the twelve 
dificiplea, and sent them abroad to pceacfa the new 
goqpeL He wocked mixades in Bethiaida and 
CSiorazin — ^villages two or three miles from. Caper- 
naum. It was near one of them that the miracukms 
draft of fishes is suppoeed to have been taken, and 
it was in the desert idaoes near the other tiiat he fed 
the thousands by the mirades of the loaves and 
fishes. He cursed them both, and Capernaum a]ao» 
for not repenting, after all the great works he had 
done in their midst* and profdiesied against them. 
They are all in ruins now — wbidi is gratifying to 
the pHgrims, for, as usual, they fit the eternal words 
of gods to the evanescent things of this earth; 
Ouist, it is more probable, r e f erred to the p^opkf 
not their shabby villages of wigwams; he sakl it 
would be sad for them at "the Day of Judgment"— 
and what business have mnd-hovds at the Day of 
Judgment? it would not affect the ptofdiecy in the 
least — it would neither prove it nor dispro v e it — if 
these towns were spteidid cities now instead ci the 
almost vanished ruins they axe. Qirist visited Mag- 
dala, which is near by Capernaum, and he also 
visited Cesarea Phifippi. He went up to his old 
home at Nasareth, and saw his b ro th ers Joees, and 
Judas, and James, and Simon— those persons who, 
being own brothers to Jesus CSirist, one would ex- 
pect to hear mentioned sometimes, 3^ who ever saw 
their names in a newspaper or heard them from a 
pulpit? Who ever inquires what manner of youths 
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they were; and whether ihey slept with Jesus, 
played with him and romped about him; quarrded 
wiUi him ooncenmig toys and trifles; struck him in 
anger, not su^)ecting what he was? Who ever 
wonders what they thought when they saw him 
onne bade to Nasareth a cdebrity, and looked long 
at his unfamiliar face to make sure, and then said, 
"It is Jesus"? Who wonders what passed in their 
minds when they saw this brother (who was only a 
brother to them, however mudi he might be to 
others a mysterious stranger who was a god and had 
stood face to face with God above the douds) doing 
strange mirades with crowds of a^xmished people 
lor witnesses? Who wonders if the brothers of 
Jesus asked him to come home with them, and said 
his mother and his sisters were grieved at his long 
absence, and would be wild with delight to see his 
face again? Who ever gives a thought to the sisters 
of Jesus at all? — yet he had sisters; and memories 
of them must have stolen into his mind c^ten when 
he was ill treated among strangers; when he was 
homeless and said he had not where to lay his head; 
when all deserted him, even Peter, and he stood 
alone among his enemies. 

Christ did few mirades in Nazareth, and stayed 
but a little while. The people said, '*This the Son 
of God! Why, his father is nothing but a carpenter. 
We know the family. We see them everyday. Are 
not his brothers named so and so, and his sisters so 
and so, and is not his mother the person they call 
Mary? This is absurd." He did not curse his home, 
but he shook its dust from his feet and went away. 
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Capernaum lies doee to the edge of the little sea, 
in a small plain some five miles long and a mile or 
two wide, which is mildly adorned with oleanders 
which look all the better contrasted with the bald 
hiUs and the howling deserts which surround them, 
but they are not as ddiriously beautiful as the books 
paint thenL If one be calm and resdute he can 
look upon their comeliness and live. 

One of the most astonishing things that have jret 
fallen tmder our observation is the exceedingly small 
portion of the earth from which sprang the now 
flourishing plant of Christianity. The longest jour- 
ney our Saviour ever perf om^ was from here to 
Jerusalem — about one hundred to one hundred and 
twenty miles. The next longest was from ben to 
Sidon — say about sixty or seventy miles. Instead 
of being wide apart — as American appreciation of 
distances would naturally suggest — the places made 
most particularly celebrated by the presence of 
Christ are nearly all right here in full view, and 
within cannon-shot of Capernaum. Leaving out two 
or three short journeys of the Saviour, he spent his 
life, preached his gospel, and performed his miracles 
within a compass no larger than an ordinary county in 
the United States. It is as much as I can do tocom- 
prdiend this stupefying fact. How it wears a man out 
to have to read up a htmdred pages of history every 
two or three miles— for verily the celebrated localities 
of Palestine occur that close together. How wearily, 
how bewilderins^y they swarm about your path! 

In due time we reached the ancient village of 
Magdala. 
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MAGDALA is not a beautiful place. It is thor- 
oughly Syrian, and that is to say that it is 
thoroughly ugly, and cramped, squalid, uncomfort- 
able, and filthy — just the style of cities that have 
adorned the country since Adam's time, as all 
writers have labored hard to prove, and have suc- 
ceeded. The streets of Magdala are anywhere from 
three to six feet wide, and reeking with undeanliness. 
The houses are from five to seven feet high, and 
all built upon one arbitrary plan — ^the ungraceful 
form of a dry-goods box. The sides are daubed 
with a smooth white plaster, and tastefully frescoed 
aloft and alow with disks of camd-dung placed there 
to dry. This gives the edifice the romantic appear- 
ance of having been riddled with cannon-balls, and 
imparts to it a very warlike aspect. When the 
artist has arranged his materials with an eye to just 
proportion — the small and the large flakes in alter- 
nate rows, and separated by carefully considered 
intervals — I know of nothing more cheerful to look 
upon than a spirited Sjrrian fresco. The flat, plas- 
tered roof is garnished by picturesque stacks of 
fresco materials, whidi, having become thoroughly 
dried and cured, are placed there where it will be 
convenioit. It is used for fud. There is no timber 
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of any consequence in Palestine — none at all to 
waste upon fires — and neither are there any mines 
of coal. If my description has been intelligible, 
you will perceive, now, that a square, flat-roofed 
hovel, neatly frescoed, with its wall-tops gallantly 
bastioned and turreted with dried camel-refuse, gives 
to a landscape a feature that is exceedingly festive 
and incturesque, especially if one is careful to re- 
member to stick in a cat wherever, about the prem- 
ises, there is room for a cat to sit. There are no 
windows to a Syrian hut, and no chimneys. When 
I used to read that th^ let a bedridden n:ian down 
through the roof of a house in Capernaum to get 
him into the presence of the Saviour, I generally 
had a three-story brick in my mind, and marvded 
that they did not break his neck with the strange 
experiment. I perceive now, however, that they 
might have taken him by the heels and thrown him 
dear over the house without discommoding him 
very much. Palestine is not changed any since 
those days, in manners, customs^ architecttue, or 
people. 

As we rode into Magdala not a soul was visible. 
But the ring of the horses' hoois roused the stupid 
population, and they all came trooping out — old 
men and old women, boys and girls, the Uind, the 
crazy, and the crippled, all in ragged, soiled, and 
scanty raiment, and all abject beggars by nature, in- 
stinct, and education. How the vermin-tortured 
vagabonds did swarmi How they showed their 
scars and sores, and piteously pointed to their 
n:iaimed and ciodked limbs, and b^sged with their 
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pleading ^es for charity! We had invoked a spirit 
we oottkl not lay. They hung to the horses' tails, 
dung to their manes and the stirraps, dosed in on 
every side in scorn of dangerous hocrfs — and out of 
their infidd throats, with one accord, burst an 
agonizing and most infernal chorus: ''Howajji, 
tmcksheesh! howajji, bucksheesh! howajji, buck- 
sheesh! bucksheesh! bucksheesh!'' I never was 
in a stonn like that before. 

As we paid the bucksheesh out to sore-eyed 
diildren and brown, buxom girls with rqntlsivdy 
tattooed lips and chins, we filed through the town 
and by many an exquisite fresco, till we came to a 
tounble-inf ested indosure and a Roman-kxddi^: ruin 
which had been the veritable dwdling of St. Mary 
Magdalene, the friend and fdlower of Jesus. Tbe 
guide believed it, and so did I. I could not wdl do 
otherwise, with the house right there before my eyes 
as plain as day. The pilgrims took down portions 
ci the front walls for specimens, as is their honored 
custom, and then we departed. 

We are camped in this place, now, just within die 
dty walls of Tiberias. We went into the town be- 
fore nig^tf aU and looked at its people — ^we cared 
nothing about its houses. Its people are best ex- 
amined at a distance. They are particularly un- 
€omdy Jews, Arabs, and negroes. Squalor and 
p ov er ty are the pride of Tiberias. The jroung 
women wear their dower strung upon a strong wire 
that curves down ward from the top of the head to 
the jaw — Turidsh silver coins whidi they have raked 
together or inherited. Most of these maidens were 
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not wealthy^ but some few had been very kindly 
dealt with by fortune. I saw heiresses there worth, 
in thdr own right — ^worth, well, I suppose I might 
venture to say, as mudi as nine d<dlars and a half. 
But such cases are rare. When you come across one 
of these, she naturally puts on airs. She will not 
ask for bucksheesh. She will not even permit of 
undue familiarity. She assumes a crudiing dignity 
and goes on serenely practising with her fine-tooth 
comb and quoting poetry just the same as if you 
were not present at all. Some people cannot stand 
prosperity. 

They say that the long-nosed, lanky, dsrspeptic- 
looking body-snatchers, with the indescribable hats 
on, and a long cud dangling down in front of eadi 
ear, are the old, familiar, self-righteous Pharisees we 
read of in the Scripttues. Verily, they look it. 
Judging merely by their general style, and without 
other evidence, one mis^t easily suspect that self- 
righteousness was their specialty. 

Prom various authorities I have culled inforamtion 
concerning Tiberias. It was built by Herod Anti- 
pas, the mtirderer of Jchn the Baptist, and named 
after the Bmperor Tiberius. It is believed that it 
stands upon the site of what must have been, ages 
ago, a city of considerable ardiitectural pretensions, 
judging by the fine porphyry pillars ihat are scat- 
tered through Tiberias and down the lake-shore 
southward. These were fluted once, and yet, al- 
though the stone is about as hard as iron, the flutings 
are almost worn away. These pillars are small, and 
doubtless the edifices they adorned were distin* 
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gtdshed more for elegance than grandeur. This 
modem town — ^Tiberias — is only mentioned in the 
New Testament; never in the Old. 

The Sanhedrim met here last» and for three hun- 
dred years Tiberias was the metropdis of the Jews 
in Palestine. It is one of the four holy cities ctf the 
Israelites, and is to them what Mecca is to the 
Mohammedan and Jerusalem to the Christian. It 
has been the abiding-place of many learned and 
famous Jewish rabbins. They lie buried here, and 
near them lie also twenty-five thousand of their 
faith who traveled far to be near them while they 
lived and lie with them when they died. The great 
Rabbi Ben Israel spent three years here in the early 
part of the third century. He is dead, now. 

The celebrated Sea of Galilee is not so large a sea 
as Lake Tahoe^ by a good deal — it is just about 
two-thirds as large. And when we come to speak 
of beauty, this sea is no more to be compared to 
Tahoe than a meridian of lon^tude is to a rainbow. 
The dim waters of this pool cannot suggest the limpid 
brilliancy of Tahoe; these low, shaven, yellow hil- 
locks of rocks and sand, so devoid of perspective, 
cannot suggest the grand peaks that compass Tahoe 
Hke a wall, and whose ribbed and chasmed fronts 
are dad with statdy pines that seem to grow small 
and smaller as they dimb, till one might fancy them 
reduced to weeds and shrubs far upward, where they 

1 1 measure all lakes by Tahoe, partly because I am far more 
iunifiar with it than with any oiha, and partly because I hart 
such a high admiration for it and sudi a world of pleasant recol- 
lections of it, that it is very nearly impossible for me to speak of 
kkes and not mention it. 
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join the everlasting snows. Silence and solitude 
brood over Tahoe; and silence and sditude brood 
also over this lake of Genneaaret. But the solitude 
of the one is as cheerful and fascinating as the sdi- 
tude of the other is dismal and repellent. 

In the early morning <Hie watches the silent battle 
of dawn and darkness upon the waters of Tahoe 
with a placid interest; but when the shadows sulk 
away and one by one the hidden beauties of the 
shore unfold themselves in the full splendor ci 
noon; when the still surface is belted like a rainbow 
with broad bars of blue and green and white, half 
the distance from circumference to center; when, in 
the lazy summer afternoon, he lies in a boat, far out 
to where the dead blue of the deep water b^;ins, 
and smokes the pipe of peace and idly winks at the 
distant crags and patches of snow ficm under his 
cap-brim; when the boat drifts shoreward to the 
white water, and he lolls over the gunwale and gazes 
by the hour down through the crystal depths and 
notes the colors of the pebbles and reviews the finny 
armies gliding in procession a hundred feet bdow; 
when at night he sees moon and stars, mountain 
ridges feathered with pines, jutting white capes, bold 
promontories, grand sweeps of rujis^ed scenery 
topped with bald, glimmering peaks, all magnifi- 
cently pictured in the polished mirror of the lake, 
in richest, softest detail, the tranquil interest that 
was bom with the morning deepens and deepens, by 
sure degrees, till it culminates at last in resistless 
fascination! 

It is solitude, for birds and squirrels on the shore 
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and fishes in the water are all the creatures that are 
near to make it otherwise, but it is not the sort of 
solitude to loake one dreary. Come to Galilee for 
that. If these unpeopled d^erts, these rusty motmds 
of barrenness, that never, never, never do shake the 
glare from their harsh outlines, and fade and faint 
into vague perspective; that melancholy ruin of 
Capernaum; this stupid village of Tiberias, slumber- 
ing under its six funereal plumes of palms; yonder 
desolate declivity where the swine of the miracle 
ran down into the sea, and doubtless thought it was 
better to swallow a devil or two and get drowned into 
the bargain than have to live longer in such a place; 
this cloudless, blistering sky; this solemn, sailless, 
tintless lake, reposing within its rim of yellow hills 
and low, steep banks, and looking just as expression- 
less and unpoetical (when we lea ve its subUme history 
out of the question) as any metropolitan reservoir 
in Christendom — if these things are not food for 
rock me to sleep, mother, none exist, I tfaiidc. 

But I should not offer the evidence for the prosecu- 
tion and leave the defense unheard. Wm.C. Grimes 
deposes as follows: 

We had taken ship to go over to the other side. The aea 
was not more than six miles wide. Of the beauty of the scene, 
however, I cannot say enough, nor can I imagine where those 
travelers carried their eyes who have described the scenery of 
the lake as tame or uninteresting. The first great characteristic 
of it is the deep basin in which it lies. This is from three 
to four hundred feet deep on all sides except at the lower end, 
and the sharp slope of the banks, which are all of the richest green, 
is broken and diversified by the wMys and watercourses which 
woric their way down through the sides of the basin, forming 
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dark diasaiB or U^^t sunny vaU^rs* Near Tiberias these banks 
are rocky, and ancient s^mlchers open in them, with their 
doors toward the water. They selected grand spots, as did 
the Egyptians of old, for burial places, as if they designed that 
when ibe voice of God should reach the sleepers they should 
walk forth and open their eyes on scenes of glorious beauty. 
On the east, the wild and desolate mountains contrast finely 
with the deep-blue lake; and toward the north, subHme and 
majestic, Hermon looks down on the sea, lifting his white crown 
to heaven with the pride of a hill that has seen the departing 
footsteps of a hundred generations. On the northeast shore 
of the sea was a single tree, and this is the only tree oi any 
size visible from the water of the lake, except a few lonely palms 
in the dty of Tiberias, and by its solitary position attracts 
more attention than would a forest. The whole appearance of 
the scene is predseLj what we would expect and desire the 
scenery of Gennesaret to be, grand beauty, but quiet calm. The 
very mountains are calm. 

It is an ingeniously written description, and well 
calculated to deceive. But if the -paint and the rib- 
bons and the flowers be stripped from it, a skeleton 
will be found beneath. 

So stripped, there remains a lake six miles wide 
and neutral in color; with steep green banks, unre- 
fieved by shrubbery; at one end bare, unsightly 
rocks, with (almost invisible) holes in them of no 
consequence to the picttire; east^rard, "wild and 
desolate motmtains" (low, desolate hills, he should 
have said) ; in the north, a mountain called Hermon, 
with snow on it; peculiarity of the pictiu^, "calm- 
ness''; its prominent feature, one tree. 

No ingenuity could make such a pictture beautiful 
— ^to one's actual vision. 

I daim the right to correct misstatements, and 
have so corrected the color of the water in the above 
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recapittilatkm. The waters ot Gennesaret are of an 
exceedingly mild hlue, even from a high elevation 
and a distance of five miles. Qose at hand (the wit- 
ness was sailing on the lake), it is hardly proper to 
call them blue at all» much less "deep'' blue. I 
wish to state, also, not as a correction, but as a 
matter of opinion, that Mount Hermon is not a 
striking or picturesque mountain, by any means, 
being too near the height of its immediate neighbors 
to be so. That is alL I do not object to the witness 
dragging a mountain forty-five miles to help the 
scenery under consideration, because it is entirety 
proper to'do it, and, besides, the jncttue needs it. 
*'C. W. E.*' (of Life in the Holy Land) deposes 
as follows: 

A beatttifol sea lies tmbosomed among the Oalileaxi hilla, in 
the midst of that land onoe posBeased by Zebukxi and Ni^taU, 
AsherandDan. The asure of the sky penetrates the depths of 
the lake, and the waters are sweet and cool. On the west, 
stretch broad fertile plains; on the north the rocky shores rise 
step by step tmtil in the far distance tower the snowy heights 
of Ikrmon; on the east through a misty veil are seen the high 
plains of Perea, which stretch away in rugged mountains 
leading the mind by varied paths toward Jerusalem the Holy. 
Flowers bloom in this terrestrial paradise, once beautiful and 
vefdant with waving trees; singing birds enchant the ear; the 
turtle-dove soothes with its soft note; the crested laric sends 
up its song toward heaven, and the grave and stately stork 
inspires the mind with thought, and leads it on to meditation 
and repose. Life here was once idyllic, charming; here were 
once no rich, no poor, no high, no low. It was a world of ease, 
simplicity, and beauty; now it is a scene of desolation and 
misery. 

This is not an ingenious picture. It is the worst 
I ever saw. It describes in elaborate detail what it 
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terms a ''terrestrial paradise/' and closes with the 
startling information that this paradise is ''a scene 
of desolaiian and misery.** 

I have given two fair, average specimens of the 
character of the testimony offered by the majority 
of the writers who visit this region. One says, "Qf 
the beauty of the scene I cannot say enough/' and 
then proceeds to cover up with a woof of glittering 
sentences a thing which, when stripped f(n* inspec- 
tion, proves to be only an unobtrusive basin of water, 
some mountainous desolation, and one tree. The 
other, after a conscientious effort to build a terres- 
trial paradise out of the same materials, with the 
addition of a ''grave and stately stork,'' spoils it all 
by blundering upon the ghastly truth at the last. 

Nearly every book concerning Galilee and its lake 
describes the scenery as beautiful. No — not always 
so straightforward as that. Sometimes the impres- 
stem intentionally conveyed is that it is beautiful, at 
the same time tiiat the author is careful not to say 
that it is, in plain Saxon. But a earful analjrsis of 
these descriptions will show that the materials of 
which they are formed are not individually beautiful 
and cannot be wrought into combinations that axe 
beautiful. The veneration and the affection which 
some of these men felt for the scenes they were 
speaking of heated their fancies and biased their 
judgment; but the pleasant falsities they wrote were 
fun of honest sincerity, at any rate. Others wrote 
as they did, because they feared it would be unpoj)- 
ular to write otherwise. Others were hypocrites and 
deliberatdy meant to deceive. Any of them would 
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My in a inoiiient, if askod, that it was always rig^t 
aadi always btst to tell the truth. Tb^ would say 
that, at any rate» if they did not perceive the drift 
of the question. 

But why should not the truth be spoken of this 
reckon? Is the truth harmful? Has it ever needed 
to hide its face? God made the Sea of GaUlee and 
itQ surroundings as they are. Is it the province of 
Mr. Grimes to inqm>ve upon the work? 

I am sure, from the tenor of books I have read, 
that many who have visited this land in years gone 
by, were Presbyterians, and came seeking evidences 
in support oi their particular creed; they found a 
Presbyterian Palestine, and they had already made 
up tbeir minds to find no other, though possibly 
they did not know it, being blinded by their zeal. 
Others were Baptists, seeking Baptist evidences and 
a Baptist Palestine. Others were CathoUcs, Metho- 
dists, Episcopalians, seeking evidences indorsing their 
several creeds, and a Cathdic, a Methodist, an 
Episcopalian Palestine. Honest as these men's in- 
tentions may have been, they were full of partialities 
and prejudices, they entered the country with their 
verdicts already prepared, and they could no more 
write diq9a8sic»iately and impartially about it than 
they could about their own wives and children. 
Our pilgrims have brought their verdicts with them. 
They have shown it in their conversation ever since 
we left Beirout. I can almost tell, in set phrase, 
what th^ will say when they see Tabor, Nazareth, 
Jericho, and Jerusalem — because I have the bo(^ 
they will **smouch'* their ideas from. These authors 
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write pictures and frame rhapsodies, and lesser men 
follow and see with the author's eyes instead of their 
own, and speak with his tongue. What the pilgrims 
said at Cesarea Philippi surprised me with its wis- 
dom. I fotmd it afterward in Robinson. What 
they said when Gennesaret burst upon their vision 
chaitned me with its grace. I find it in Mr. Thcnnp- 
son's Land and the Book. They have spoken often, 
in happily worded language which never varied, of 
how they mean to lay their weary heads upon a 
stone at Bethel, as Jacob did, and dose their dim 
eyes, and dream, perchance, of angels descending out 
a[ heaven on a ladder. It was very pretty. But I 
have recognized the weary head and the dim eyes, 
finally. They borrowed the idea — and the words 
— and the construction — and the punctuation — from 
Grimes. The pilgrims will tdl of Palestine, when 
they get home, not as it appeared to them, but as it 
appeared to Thompson and Robinson and Grimes — 
with the tints varied to suit each pilgrim's creed. 

Pilgrims, sinners, and Arabs are aU abed, now, and 
the camp is still. Labor in loneliness is irksome. 
Since I made my last few notes, I have been sitting 
outside the tent for half an hour. Night is the time 
toseeGalilee. Gennesaret under these lustrous stars 
has nothing repulsive about it. Gennesaret with the 
glittering reflections of the constdlations flecking its 
surface, almost makes me regret that I ever saw the 
rude glare of the day upon it. Its history and its 
associations are its chiefest charm, in any eyes, and 
the spells they weave are feeble in the searching Ug^t 
of the sun. Then, we scarcely feel the fetters. Our 
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thoughts wander constantly to the practical conoerns 
of Ufe, and refuse to dwdl upon things that seem 
vague and unreal. But when the day is done, even 
the most unimpressible must yield to the dreamy in- 
fluences of this tranquil starlight. The old traditions 
of the place steal npoa his memory and haunt his 
reveries, and then his fancy clothes all sights and 
sounds with the sup^natural. In the lapinng of the 
waves upon the beach, he hears the dip of ghostly 
oors; in the secret noises of the mgfit he hears spirit 
voices; in the s^ sweep of the breeze, the rush oi 
invisible wings. Phantom ships are on the sea, the 
dead of twenty centuries ccmie forth from the tombs, 
and in the dii^jes of the night wind the songs of dd 
fOTgotten ages find utterance i^;ain. 

In the starlight, Galilee has no boundaries but the 
broad compass of the heavens, and is a theater meet 
for great events; meet for the birth of a religion able 
to save a world; and meet for the stately Figure 
appointed to stand uixm its stage and proclaim its 
high decrees. But in the sunUght, one says: Is it 
for the deeds which were done and the words which 
were spoken in this little acre of rocks and sand 
eighteen centuries gone, that the beUs are ringing 
to-day in the remote islands of the sea and far and 
wide over continents that dasp the circumference of 
the huge globe? 

One can comprehend it only when night has hidden 
an incongruities and created a theater proper for so 
grand a drama. 
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WS took another swim in the Sea of Galilee at 
twilight yesterday, and another at sunrise this 
morning. We have not sailed, but three swims are 
equal to a sail» are they not? There were plenty of 
fish visible in the water, but we have no outside aids 
in this pilgrimage but Tent Life in ike Holy Lan d ^ 
The Land and the Book, and other literature of 
like description — no fishing-tackle. There were no 
fish to be had in the village of Tiberias. True, 
we saw two or three vagabonds mending their 
nets, but never trying to catdi anything with them. 
We did not go to the ancient warm baths two 
miles below Tiberias. I had no desire in the world 
to 00 there. This seemed a little strange, and 
proaq>ted me to try to discover what the cause ci 
this unreasonaUe indifference was. It turned out 
to be simply because Pliny mentions them. I have 
conceived a sort of unwarrantable unfriendliness 
toward Pliny and St. Paul, because it seems as if I 
can never ferret out a place that I can have to my- 
self. It always and eternally transpires that St. Psml 
has been to that place, and PUny has ''mentioned " it 
In the early morning we motmted and started. 
And then a weird apparition marched forth at the 
head of the procession — a pirate, I thought, if ever 
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a pirate dwdt upon land. It was a tall Arab, as 
swarthy as an Indian, 3roung — say thirty years of 
1^. On his head he had closely bound a gorgeotis 
yellow and red striped silk scarf, whose ends, lavishly 
frilled with tassds, hung down between his shoul- 
ders and dallied with the wind* From his neck to 
his knees, in ample folds, a robe swept down that 
was a very star-spangled banner of curved and 
sinuous haxs of black axid white. Out of his back, 
somewhere, apparently, the long stem of a chibouk 
projected, and reached far above his right shoulder. 
Athwart his back, diagonally, and extending high 
above his left shoulder, was an Arab gun of Saladin's 
time, that was splendid with silver plating from stock 
dear up to the end of its measureless stretch of 
barrel. About his waist was bound many and many 
a yard of elaborately figured but sadly tarnished stuff 
that came from sumptuous Persia, and among the 
baggy folds in front the sunbeams g^ted from a 
formidaUe battery of old brass-mounted horse-pistols 
and the gilded hilts of bloodthirsty knives. There 
were holsters for more pistols appended to the 
wonderful stack of long-haired goatddns and Persian 
carpets, which the man had been taught to regard 
in the Hght of a saddle; and down among the pen- 
dulous rank of vast tassels that swtmg from that sad- 
dle, and clanging against the iron shovel of a stirrup 
that propped the warrior's knees up toward his chin, 
was a crooked, silver-dad simitar of sudi awful 
dimensions and sudi implacable expression that no 
man might hope to look upon it and not shudder. 
The fringed and bedizened prince whose privilege it 
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is to ride the pony and lead the eLepbaxit into a 
country village is poor and naked compared to this 
chaos of paraphanalia, and the happy vanity of the 
one is the very poverty of satisfaction compared to 
the majestic serenity, the overwhefamng complacency 
of the other. 

**Who is this? What is this?" That was the 
trembling inquiry all down the line. 

''Our guard! Prom Galilee to the birthplace of 
the Saviour, the country is infested with fierce 
Bedouins, whose sole happLoess it is, in this life, to 
cut and stab and mans^ and murder unoffending 
Christians. Allah be with us!' ' 

''Then hire a regiment! Would you send us out 
among these desperate hordes, with no salvation in 
our utmost need but this dd turret?" 

The dragoman laughed — not at the f acetiousness of 
the simile, for verily, that guide or that courier or 
that dragoman never yet lived upon earth who had 
in him the faintest appreciation of a joke, even 
though that joke were so broad and so ponderous 
that if it fell on him it would flatten him out like a 
postage-stamp — ^the dragoman laughed, and then, 
emboldened by some thought that was in his brain, 
no doubt, proceeded to extremities and winked. 

In straits like these, when a man laughs, it is en- 
couraging; when he winks, it is positively reassuring. 
He finally intimated that one guard would be suffi- 
cient to protect us, but that that one was an absolute 
necessity. It was because of the moral weight his 
awful panoply would have with the Bedouins. Then 
I said we didn't want any guard at all. If <me fan- 
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tastic vagabond could int)tect eigjbt armed Christians 
and a pack of Arab servants from all harm, surely 
that detachment could {irotect themselves. He 
shook his head doubtfully. Then I said, just think 
of how it looks — ^think of how it would read, to self- 
reliant Americans, that we went sneaking through 
this deserted wilderness under the protection of this 
masquerading Arab, who would break his neck get- 
ting out of the country if a man that was a man ever 
started after him. It was a mean, low, degrading 
position. Why were we ever told to bring navy re- 
volvers with us if we had to be protected at last by 
this infamous star-spangled scum of the desert? 
These appeals were vain — ^the dragoman only 
smiled and shook his head. 

I rode to the front and struck up an acquaintance 
with King Solomon-in-all-his-glory, and got him to 
show me his lingering eternity of a gun. It had a 
rusty flintlock; it was ringed and barred and plated 
with silver from end to end, but it was as desperately 
out of the perpendicular as are the billiard cues of 
'49 that one finds yet in service in the ancient mining- 
camps of California. The muzzle was eaten by the 
rust of centuries into a ragged filigree-work, like 
the end of a bumt-out stove-pipe. I shut one eye 
and peered within — it was flaked with iron rust like 
an old steamboat-boiler. I borrowed the ponderous 
pistols and snapped them. They were rusty inside, 
too — ^had not been loaded for a generation. I went 
back, full of encouragement, and reported to the 
guide, and asked him to discharge this dismantled 
fortress. It came out, then. This fellow was a 
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retainer of the Sheik of Tiberias. He was a sooice 
of Government revenue. He was to the Empire of 
Tiberias what the customs are to America. The 
Sheik imposed guards upon travders and charged 
them for it. It is a lucrative source of emohment, 
and sometimes brings into the national treasury as 
much as thirty-five or forty dollars a year. 

I knew the warrior's secret now; I knew the hol- 
low vanity of his rusty trumpery, and despised his 
asinine complacency. I told on him, and with redc- 
less daring the cavalcade rode strais^t ahead into 
the perilous sditudes of the desert, and scorned his 
frantic warnings erf the mutilation and death that 
hovered about them on every side. 

Arrived at an elevation of twelve hundred feet 
above the lake (I oug^t to mention that the lake lies 
six hundred feet below the level of the Mediter- 
ranean — no traveler ever neglects to flourish that 
fragment of news in his letters), as bald and un- 
thrilUng a panorama as any land can afibrd, perhaps, 
was spread out before us. Yet it was so crowded 
with historical interest, that if all the pages that have 
been written about it were spread upon its surface, 
they would flag it from horieon to horixon like a 
pavement. Among the localities comprised in this 
view, were Mount Hermon; the hills that border 
Cesarea Philippi, Dan, the Sources of the Jordan 
and the Waters of Merom; Tiberias; the Sea of 
Galilee; Joseph's Pit; Capernaum; Bethsaida; the 
supposed scenes erf the Sermon on the Mount, the 
feeding of the multitudes and the miraculous draft 
of fishes; the declivity down which the swine ran to 

350 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

the aea; the entrance and the exit of tiie Jordan; 
Safed, ^'the city set upon a faill," one of the four 
holy citiea of the Jews, and the place where they 
believe tlie real Messiah will appear when he comes 
to redeem the world; part of the batde-field of 
Hattin, where the knotty Crusaders f oug^ their 
last figlit, and in a blaze of glory passed from the 
stage and ended tbeir splendid career forever; 
Mount Tabor, the traditional scene of the Lord's 
Transfiguration. And down toward the southeast 
lay a landscape that suggested to my mind a quota- 
tion (imperfectly remembered, no doubt): 

The BphraamiteSy not beiiig called upon to share in the rich 
spoils of the Ammonitish war, assembled a mighty host to fight 
against Jeptha, Judge of Israel; who being apprised of tlieir 
approadiy gatfaoed together the men of Israd and gave tfaam 
battle and put them to flight. To make his victory the moce 
secure, he stationed guards at the different fords and passages 
€i the Jordan, with instructions to let none pass who couldnot 
say Slubbdedi. The Bphraimites, being of a <fiffereat tribe, 
eould not frame to piooounoe the word arighty but called it 
Sibboleth, which proved them enemies and cost them their 
lives; wherefore forty and two thousand fell at the different 
fords and passages of the Jordan that day. 

We jogged along peacefully over the great caaavan 
route from Damascus to Jerusalem and l&gypt, past 
Lubia and other Syrian hamlets, percbed in the 
unvarying style, upon the summit of steep mounds 
and hills, and fenced round about with giant cact us es 
(the sign of wwthless land), with priddy pears upon 
them Uke hams, and came at last to the battle-field of 
Hattin. 

It is a grand, irr^fular plateau, and looks as if it 
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wi^ have been created for a battle-fidd Hscb 
tf^^ p gfr tgM ^ift/lm met ^W ChristiaQ host <>nip^ 
seren fatmdfed years ago, and broke tiietr power in 
Palestine for dl time to come. There had long 
been a tmoe between the opposing forces, but ao 
cotding to the Gidde-Bodc, Raynanld of ChatiHon, 
Lord of Eerak, brcike it by {dtmdering a Damascus 
caravan, and refusing to give vtp either the merchants 
or their goods when Saladin demanded diem. This 
coodoct of an insolent petty drieftain sttmg the 
Saltan to the quick, and he swore that he would 
slaughter Raynauld with his own hand, no matter 
how, or when, or where he found him. Both 
armies prepared for war. Under the weak King of 
Jerusalem was the very flower of the Christian 
diivalry. He foolishly compelled them to undergo 
a long, exhausting march, in the scordung sun, and 
then, without water or other refreshment, ordered 
them to emamp in this open {dain. The splendidly 
mounted masses of Moslem soldiers swept round the 
north end of Gennesaret, burning and destroying as 
they came, and pitched their camp in front of the 
opposing lines. At dawn the terrific fig^t began. 
Surrounded on all sides by the Sultan's swarming 
battalions, the Christian Knig^ f ouj^t on without 
a hope for their lives. They fouc^t with desperate 
valor, but to no purpose; the odds of heat and 
numbers and consuming thirst were too great against 
them. Toward the middle of the day the bravest 
of their band cut their way throuj^ the Modem 
ranks and gained the summit of a little ^ffl, and 
there, hour after hour, they dosed around the banner 
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f£ the Oo08, and beat bade the cbargiiig squadrons 
of the enemy. 

But the doom of the Christian power was sealed. 
Sunset found Sakdin Lord of P^estine, the Qiris- 
tian dbivahy strewn in heaps upon the field, and the 
King of Jerusalem, the Grand Master of the Tem- 
plars, axul Raynauld of Chatillon, captives in the 
Sultan's tent. Saladin treated two of the prisoners 
with ininoely courtesy, and ordered refreshments to 
be set before them. When the King handed an iced 
sherbet to ChatiUon, the Sultan said, ''It is thou 
that givest it to him, not L" He remembered his 
oath, and slaus^itered the hapless Knight of Chatillon 
with his own hand. 

It was hard to reaUxe that this silent plain had 
once resounded with martial music and tremUed to 
the tramp of armed men. It was hard to people 
this solitude vrith rushing columns of cavalry, and 
stir its torpid pulses witii the shouts of victors, the 
shrieks of the wounded, and the flash of banner and 
steel above the surging billows of war. A desolaticm 
is here that not even imagination can grace with the 
pomp ci life and action. 

We readied Tabor safely, and considerably in 
advance of that old iron-dad swindle of a guard. 
We never saw a human being on the whole route, 
mttdi less lawless hordes of Bedouins. Tabor stands 
solitary and alone, a giant sentinel above the Plain 
of Esdradon. It rises some fourteen hundred feet 
above the surrounding levd, a green, wooded cone, 
symmetrical and full of grace — a prominent land- 
mark, and one that is exceedingly pleasant to eyes 
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ftufeited with the repttlsiye motiotony of desert 
Syria. We dimbed the steep path to its summift, 
through breeey ^ades of thorn and oak. The view 
presented from its hig^iest peak WAS ahnost beantfftd. 
Below, was the broad, level pkm of Esdraelon, 
checkered with fields like a chess4xiard, and full as 
smooth and levd, seemingly; dotted about its 
borders with white, compact villages, and faintly 
I)enciled, far and near, with tiite curving lines ci 
roads and trails. When it is robed in the fresh 
verdure of spring, it must form a diarming picture, 
even by itsdf . I^drting its southern border rises 
''Little Hermon,"' over whose sunmnt a glimpse of 
Gilboa is caught. Nain, famous for the raising of 
the widow's son, and Endor, as famous for the 
performances of her witdi, are in view. To the 
eastward lies the Valley of the Jordan and beyond 
it the motmtains of Gilead. Westward is Mount 
Carmel. Hermon in the north — the table-lands of 
Bashan — Safed, the holy dty, gleaming white upoa 
a tall spur of the mountains of Lebanon — a sted-blue 
comer of the Sea of Galilee — saddle-peaked Hattin, 
traditional * ' Mount of Beatitudes " and mute witness 
of the last brave S^bt of the Crusading host for Holy 
Cross — these fill up the jncture. 

To g^ce at the salient features of this landscape 
through the jricturesque framework of a ragged and 
ruined stcme window-arch of the time of Christ, thus 
hiding from sight all that is unattractive, is to secure 
to yoursdf a pleasure worth climbing the mountain 
to enjoy. One must stand on his head to get the 
best effect in a fine sunset, and set a landscape in a 
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bold, strong framework that is very doee at hand, 
to bring out all its beauty. One learns this latter 
truth never nx>re to forget it, in that mimic land 
of enchantment, the wonderful garden of my lord 
the Count Pallavidni, near Genoa. You go wander- 
ing for hours among hills and wooded glens, art- 
fully contrived to leave the impression that Nature 
shaped them and not man; following winding paths 
and coming suddenly upon leaping cascades and 
rustic bridges; finding sylvan lakes where you ex- 
pected them not; loitering through battered medie- 
val castles in miniature that seem hoary with age and 
3^ were built a dozen jrears ago; meditating over 
ancient crumbling t(»nbs, whose marble columns 
were marred and broken purposely by the modem 
artist that made them; stumbling unawares upon 
toy palaces, wrought of rare and costly materials, 
and again upon a peasant's hut, whose dilapidated 
furniture would never suggest that it was made so to 
order; sweeping round and round in the midst of a 
forest on an enchanted wooden horse that is moved 
by some invisible agency; traversing Roman roads 
and passing under majestic triumphal arches; rest- 
ing in quaint bowers where unseen spirits discharge 
jets of water on jrou from every possible direction, 
and where even the flowers you touch assail you 
with a shower; boating on a subterranean lake 
among caverns and arches royally draped with 
clustering stalactites, and passing out into open day 
upon another lake, which is bordered with sloping 
banks of grass and gay with patrician barges that 
swim at anchor in the shadow of a miniature marble 
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tenq)le that rises out of the dear water and gIniToot 
its white statues, its rich capitals and fluted cc^unms 
in the tianquil depths. So, from marvd to marvd 
yoa have drifted on, thinking all the time that the 
one last seen must be the dnef est And, verily, 
the duelest wonder is reserved until the last, but 
you do not see it until jrou step ashore, and passing 
through a wilderness oi rare flowers, cdkcted from 
every comer of the earth, you stand at the door of 
one more mimic tenqJe. Rig^t in this place the 
artist taxed his genius to the utnaost, and fairiy 
opened the gates of feiry-land. You lock through 
an unpretending pane of glass, stained yellow; the 
first thing you see is a mass of quivering foliage, ten 
short steps before you, in the midst of which is a 
ragged opening Hl^ a gateway — a thing that is 
oonrnKm enough in nature, and not apt to excite 
suqHcions of a deep human design — and above the 
bottom of the gateway, int)ject, in the most cardess 
way, a few broad tropic leaves and brilliant flowers. 
All of a sudden, through this bright, bdd gateway, 
you catch a glimpse of the faintest, softest, richest 
picture that ever graced the dream of a dying Saint, 
since John saw the New Jerusalem glimmering above 
the douds erf Heaven. A broad sweep of sea, 
flecked with careening sails; a sharp, jutting cape, 
and a lofty Ug^thouse on it; a sloping lawn bdiind 
it; beyond, a portion of the old "dty of palaces," 
with its parks and hills and statdy mansions; beyond 
these, a prodigious mountain, with its strong out- 
lines sharply cut against ocean and sky; and, over 
all, vagrant shreds and flakes of doud, floating in a 
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flea of gold. The ooean is gold, the dty is gold, 
the meadow, the mountain, the sky — evdything is 
golden — rich, and mellow, and dr^uny as a vision 
of Paradise. No artist could put upon canvas its 
entrancing beauty, and yet, without the ydlow 
l^ass, and the carefully contrived accident of a 
framework that cast it into enchanted distance and 
shut out from it all unattractive features, it was not 
a jncture to fall into ecstasies over. Such is life, 
and the trail of the serpent is over us alL 

There is nothing for it now but to come bade to 
old Tabor, though the subject is tiresome enough, 
and I cannot stick to it for wandering off to scenes 
that are pleasanter to remember. I think I will 
skip, anyhow. There is nothing about Tabor (ex- 
cept we concede that it was the scene of the Trans- 
figuration), but some gray old ruins, stacked up 
there in all ages of the world from the days of stout 
Gideon and parties that flourished thirty centuries 
ago to the fresh yesterday of Crusading times. It 
has its Greek Convent, and the coffee there is good, 
but never a splinter ot the true cross or bone of a 
hallowed saint to arrest the idle thoughts of world- 
lings and turn them into graver channels. A Cath- 
olic church is nothing to me that has no relics. 

The plain of Esdraelon— "the battle-field of the 
nations'' — only sets one to dreaming of Joshua, 
and Benhadad, and Saul, and Gideon; Tamerlane, 
Tancred, Coeur de Lion, and Saladin; the warrior 
Kings of Persia, Egypt's heroes, and Napoleon — 
for they all fought here. If the magic of the moon- 
lis^t could summon from the graves of forgotten 
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oenturies and many lands the oountless myriads that 
have battled on this wide, far-reaching floor, and 
array them in the thousand strange oostumes of their 
htindred nationalities, and send the vast host sweep- 
ing down the plain, splendid with plumes and ban- 
ners and glittering lances, I could stay here an age 
to see the phantom pageant. But the magic of the 
moonlight is a vanity and a fraud; and whoso 
putteth his trust in it shall suffer sorrow and dis- 
appointment. 

Down at the foot of Tabor, and just at the edge 
of the storied Plain of Esdraelon, is the insignificant 
village of Deburieh, where Deborah, prophetess of 
Israel, lived. It is just Uke Magdala. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

WB descen ded from Mount Tabor, crossed a 
deep ravine, and followed a hilly, rocky road 
to Nazareth — distant two hours. All distances in the 
East are measured by hours, not miles. A good 
horse will walk three miles an hour over nearly any 
kmd of a road; therefore, an hour here always 
stands for three miles. This method of computation 
is bothersome and annoying; and until one gets 
thoroug^ily accustomed to it, it carries no intelH* 
gence to his mind until he has stopped and trans* 
lated the pagan hours into Christian miles, just as 
people do with the spoken words of a foreign Ian* 
guage they are acquainted with, but not familiarly 
enough to catdi the meaning in a moment. Dis- 
tances traveled by human feet are also estimated by 
hours and minutes, though I do not know what tbe 
base of the calculation is. In Constantinople you 
ask, ''How for is it to the Consulate?" and tiiey 
answer, **About ten minutes." **How far is it to 
the Lloyds* Agency?" "Quarter of an hour." 
'•How far is it to the lower bridge?" *'Four min- 
utes." I cannot be positive about it, but I think 
tiiat there, when a man orders a pair of pantaloons, 
he says he wants them a quarter of a minute in the 
1^ and nine seconds around the waist. 
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Two hours from Tabor to Nazareth — and as it was 
an uncommonly narrow, crooked trail, we neces- 
sarily met all the camel-trains and jackass-caravans 
between Jericho and Jacksonville in that particular 
place and nowhere else. The donkeys do not matter 
so much, because they are so small that you can 
jump your horse over them if he is an animal of 
spirit, but a camel is not jumpaUe. A camel is at 
tall as any ordinary dwelHng-house in Syria— -wIiiqlEi 
is to say a camel is from one to two, and sometimes 
nearly three feet taller than a good-sized maiL la 
this part of the country his load is of tenest in the 
shape of colossal sacks — one on each side. He 
and his cargo take up as much room as a carriage. 
Think of meeting this style of obstruction in a 
narrow traiL The camel wovld not turn out for a 
long. He stalks serenely along, bringing his cush- 
ioned stilts forward with the long, regular swing of 
a pendultun, and whatever is in the way must get 
out of the way peaceably, or be wiped out forcibly 
by the bulky sacks. It was a tiresome ride to us, 
and perfectly exhausting to the horses. We were 
compelled to jump over upward of eighteen hundred 
donkeys, and only one person in the party was 
unseated less than sixty times by the camels. This 
seems like a powerful statement, but the poet has 
said, "Things are not what they seem." I cannot 
think of anything now more certain to make one 
shudder, than to have; a soft-footed camel sneak up 
behind him and touch him on the ear with its cold, 
flabby imder-lip. A camel did this for one of the 
boys, who was droopix^ over his saddle in a brown- 
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study. He glanced up and saw the majestic appari* 
tion hovering above him, and made frantio efforts to 
get out of the way, but Hhe camel reached out and 
bit him on the shoulder before he accomplished it. 
This was the only ideasant incident of the journey. 

At Nazareth we camped in an olive grove near 
the Virgin Mary's fountain, and that wonderful 
Arab ''guard" came to coUect some budcsheesh 
for his "services" in following us from Tiberias 
and warding off invisible dangers with the terrors of 
his armament. The dragoman had paid his master, 
but that counted as nothing — if you hire a man to 
sneeze for you here, and another man chooses to 
help him, you have got to pay both. They do 
nothing whatev^ without pay. How it must have 
surprised these people to l^ar the way of salvation 
offered to them ^'without money and without price.'' 
If the manners, the people, or the customs of this 
country have changed smce the Saviour's time, the 
figures and metaphors of the Bible are not the 
evidences to prove it by. 

We entered the great Latin Qmvent whidi is 
built over the traditional dwdling-plaoe of the H<dy 
Family. We went down a flight of fifteen steps 
below the ground-level, and stood in a small chapel 
tricked out with tapestry hangings, silver lamps, and 
oil-paintings. A spot marked by a cross, in the 
marble floor, under the altar, was exhibited as the 
{dace made forever holy by the feet of the 'Wrgin 
^en she stood up to receive the message of the 
angel. So simple, so unpretending a locality, to be 
the scene of so mighty an event! The very scene 
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of the Annunciation — an event which has been 
commemorated by splendid shrines and august tem- 
ples all over the civilized world, and one whkh the 
princes of art have made it their loftiest ambitioQ 
to pictore worthily <m their canvas; a spot whose 
history is familiar to the very children of every 
house, and dty, and obscure hamlet of the furthest 
lands (rf Christendom; a spot which myriads of men 
would toil across the breadth of a world to see, 
would consider it a priceless privilege to look tqxm. 
It was easy to think these thoughts. But it was not 
easy to bring myself up to the magnitude of the 
satuation. I could sit oS several thousand miles and 
imagine the angel appearing, with shadowy wings 
and lustrous countenance, and note the glory that 
streamed downward upon the Virg^l's head while 
the message from the Throne of God f dl upon her 
ears— any one can do that, beyond the ocean, but 
few can do it here. I saw the little recess from 
which the angel stepped, but could not fill its void* 
The angels that I know are creatures of unstaUe 
fancy--^ey will not fit in niches of substantial 
stone. Imagination labors best in distant fields. I 
doubt if any man can stand in the Giotto of the 
Annunciation and peofde with the phantom images 
of his mind its too tangible walls of stone. 

They showed us a brdcen granite pillar, depend- 
ii^ from the roof, which they said was hacted in 
two by the Moslem conquerors of Nazareth, in the 
vain hope of pulling down the sanctuary. But the 
pillar remained miracuknidy suspended in the air, 
and, unsupported itself, supported then and still 
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supports the roof. By dividing this statement up 
among eight, it was found not di£Scult to believe it. 
These gifted Latin monks never do anything by 
halves. If they were to show you the Brazen Ser- 
pent that was elevated in the wilderness, you could 
depend upon it that they had on hand the jxde it 
was elevated on also, and even the hole it stood in. 
They have got the "Grotto" of the Annunciation 
here; and just as convenient to it as one's throat is 
to his mouth, they have also the Virgin's Kitchen, 
and even her sitting-room, where she and Joseph 
watched the infant Saviour play with Hebrew toys 
eighteen hundred years ago. All under one roof, 
and all dean, spacious, comfortable '"grottoes." 
It seems curious that personages intimately con- 
nected with the Holy Family always Uved in grot- 
toes — in Nazareth, in Bethldiem, in imperial Bphe- 
sus — and yet nobody else in their day and generation 
thought of doing anything of the kind. If they 
ever did, their grottoes are all gone, and I sup- 
pose we ought to wonder at the peculiar marvel 
of the preservation of these I speak of. When the 
Virgin fled from Herod's wrath, she hid in a grotto 
in Bethlehem, and the same is there to this day. 
The slaughter of the innocents in Bethlehem was 
done in a grotto; the Saviour was bom in a grotto 
— both are shown to pilgrims yet. It is exceedingly 
strange that these tremendous events all happened 
in grottoes — and exceedingly fortunate, likewise, 
because the strcmgest houses must crumble to ruin 
in time, but a grotto in the living rock will last 
forever. It is an imposture — ^this grotto stuflE — ^but 
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it is one that all men ought to thank the Catholics 
for. Wherever they ferret out a lost locality made 
holy by some Scripttual event, they straightway 
build a massive — almost imperishable— church theret 
and preserve the memory of that locality for the 
gratification of future generations. If it had been 
left to Protestants to do this most worthy work, 
we would not even know where Jerusalem is to-day, 
and the man who cotild go and put his finger on 
Nazareth would be too wise for this world. The 
world owes the Catholics its good will even for the 
happy rascality of hewing out these bogus grottoes 
in the rock; for it is infinitely more satisfactory to 
look at a grotto, where people have faithfully be- 
Ueved for centuries that the Virgin onoe lived, than 
to have to imagine a dwelling-place for her some- 
where, anywhere, no^^iere, loose and at large all 
over this town of Nazareth. There is too large a 
scope of country. The imagination cannot work. 
There is no one particular spot to d^ain your eye, 
rivet your interest, and make you think. The mem- 
ory 6i the PLtgrims cannot perish while Pljrmouth 
Rock remains to tis. The old monks are wise. 
They know how to drive a stake through a pleasant 
tradition that will hold it to its place forever. 

We visited the places where Jesus worked for 
fifteen years as a carpenter, and where he attempted 
to teach in the synagogue and was driven out by a 
mob. CathoUc chapels stand upon these sites and 
protect the little fragments of the ancient walls 
which remain. Our pilgrims broke off specimens. 
We visited, also, a new chapel, in the midst of the 
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town, which is btdlt around a boulder some twelve 
feet long by four feet thick; the priests discovered, 
a few years ago, that the disciples had sat upon this 
rock to rest once, when they had walked up from 
Capernaum. They hastened to preserve the relic. 
Rdics are very gpod property. Travelers are ex- 
pected to pay for seeing them, and they do it cheer- 
fully. We like the idea. One's conscience can 
never be the worse for the knowledge that he has 
paid his way like a man. Our pilgrims would have 
liked very well to get out their lampblack and 
stendl-idates and paint their names on that rock, 
tc^jether with the names of the villages they hail 
from in America, but the priests permit nothing of 
that kind. To speak the strict truth, however, our 
party seldom offend in that way, though we have 
men in the ship who never lose an opportunity to 
do it. Our pilgrims' chief sin is their lust for 
"specimens." I suppose that by this time they 
know the dimensions of that rock to an inch, and 
its weight to a ton; and I do not hesitate to charge 
that they will go back there to-night and try to- 
carry it off. 

This "Fountain of the Virgin" is the one which 
tradition says Mary used to get water from, twenty 
times a day, when she was a girl, and bear it away 
in a jar upon her head. The water streams through 
faucets in the face of a wall of ancient masonry 
which stands removed from the houses of the village. 
The young girls of Nazareth still collect about it by 
the dozen and keep up a riotous laughter and sky- 
larking. The Nazarene girls are homely. Some of 
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them have large, lust]x>us eyes, but none of them 
have pretty faces. These girls wear a single gar* 
ment, usually, and it is loose, shapeless, of undecided 
color; it is generally out of repair, too. They 
wear, from crown to jaw, curious strings of old coins, 
after the manner of the belles of Tiberias, aaad tnasa 
jewelry upon their wrists and in their ears. They 
wear no shoes and stockings. They are the most 
human girls we have found in the country 3ret, and 
the best natured. But there is no question that 
these picturesque maidens sadly lack comeliness. 

A pilgrim— the "Enthusiast"— said: "See that 
tall, graceful girl! look at the Madonna-like beauty 
of her countenance r' 

Another pilgrim came along presently and said: 
"Observe that tall, graceful girl; what queenly 
Madonna-like gracefulness of beauty is in her 
countenance." 

I said: "She is not tall, she is short; she is not 
beautiful, she is homely; she is graceful enough I 
grant, but die is rather boisterous." 

The third and last pilgrim moved by, before long, 
and he said: "Ah, what a tall, graceful girll what 
Madonna-4ike gracefulness of queenly beauty t" 

The verdicts were all in. It was time, now, to 
look up the authorities for all these opinions. I 
foimd this paragraph, which follows. Written by 
whom? Wm. C. Grimes: 

After we were in the saddle, we rode down to the spmg 
to have a last look at the wooieii of Nazareth, who were, as a 
class, much the prettiest that we had seen in the East. As we 
approached the crowd a tall girl of nineteen advanced toward 
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Miriam and offered her a ct^ oC waiter. H«r movemetit was 
graceful and queenly. We exclaimed on the spot at the Madon- 
na-like beauty of her countenance. Whitely was suddenly 
thirsty, and begged for water, and drank it slowly, with his 
eyes over the top of the cup, fixed on her large blade eyes, ^idiich 
gaaed on him quite as curiously as he on her. Then Moreright 
wanted water. She gave it to him and he managed to spill it 
so as to ask for another cup, and by the time she came to me 
she saw through the operation; her eyes were full of fun as she 
looked at me. I laughed outright, and she joined me in as 
gay a shout as ever country maiden in old Orange County. I 
wished for a picture of her. A Madonna, whose face was a 
portrait of that beautiful Nazareth girl, would be a " thing of 
beauty " and " a joy forever." 

That is the kind of gruel v^rhich has been served 
out from Palestine for ages. Commend me to 
Fenimore Cooper to find beauty in the Indians, 
and to Grimes to find it in the Arabs. Arab men 
are often fine-looking, but Arab women are not. 
We can all believe that the Virgin Mary was beau- 
tiful; it is not natural to think otherwise; but does 
it follow that it is our duty to find beauty in these 
present women of Nazareth? 

I love to quote from Grimes, because he is so 
dramatic. And because he is so romantic. And 
because he seems to care but little whether he tells 
the truth or not, so he scares the reader or excites 
his envy or his admiration. 

He went through this peaceful land with one 
hand forever on his revolver, and the other on his 
pocket-handkerchief. Always, ^dien he was not on 
the point of crying over a holy place, he was on the 
point of killing an Arab. More surprising things 
happened to him in Palestine than ever happened to 
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any travder here or daeniiiere since Munchausen 

At Beit Jin, where nobody had interfered with 
him, he crept out of his tent at dead of night and 
shot at what he took to be an Arab lying on a 
rock, some distance away, planning evil. The ball 
killed a wolf. Just before he fired, he makes a 
dramatic picture oi himself — as usual, to scare the 
reader : 

Was it iicaginatton, or did I see a moving object on the 
surface of the rock? If it were a man, why did he not now drop 
me? He had a beautiful shot as I stood out in my black bur- 
noose against the white tent. I had the seosation of an enter- 
ing bullet in my throat, breast, brain. 

Reckless creature! 

Riding toward Gennesaret, they saw two Bedouins, 
and "we looked to our pistols and loosened them 
quietly in our shawls," etc. Always cool. 

In Samaria, he charged up a hill, in the face of a 
vdJley of stones; he fired into the crowd of men 
who threw them. He says: 

/ never losi am opportunity of impressing the Arabs with the 
perfection of American and ^iglish weapons, and the danger 
of attacking any one of the armed Pranks. I think the lesson 
of that ball not lost. 

At Beitin he gave his whole band of Arab mule* 
teers a piece of his mind, and then — 

I oontented myseK with a solemn assurance that if there 
occurred another instance of disobedience to orders, I would 
thrash the responsible party as he never dreamed of being 
thrashed, and if I could not find who was responsible, I would 
whip tiiem all, from first to last, whether there was a governor 
at hand to do it or I had to do it myself. 
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Perfectly fearless, tlu8 man. 

He rode down the perpendicular path in the 
rocks, from the Castle of Banias to the oak grove» 
at a flying gallop, his horse striding ''thirty feet" 
at every bound I stand prepared to bring thirty 
reliable witnesses to prove that Putnam's famous 
feat at Horseneck was insignificant compared to 
this. 

Behold him — alwajrs theatrical — ^looking at Jeru- 
salem — ^this time, by an oversight, with his hand off 
his pistol for once. 

I stood ia the roed, my band on my hone's neck, and with 
my dim eyes sought to trace the outlines of the holy places 
which I had long before fibied in my mind, but the fast-flowing 
tears forbade my succeeding. There were our Mohammedan 
servants, a Latin monk, two Armenians, and a Jew in our 
cort^^ and all alike gased with overflowing eyes. 

If Latin monks and Arabs cried, I know to a 
moral certainty that the horses cried also, and so 
the picture is complete. 

But when necessity demanded he could be firm as 
adamant. In the Lebanon Valley an Arab youth — 
a Christian; he is particular to explain that Moham- 
medans do not steal — robbed him of a paltry ten 
dollars' worth of powder and shot. He convicted 
him before a sheik and looked on while he was 
punished by the terrible bastinado. Hear him: 

He (Mousa) was on his back in a twinkling, howling, shout- 
ing, screaming, but he was carried out to the piazza before the 
door, where we could see the operation, and laid face down* 
One man sat on his back and one on his l^gs, the latter holding 
up his feet, while a third laid on the bare soles a rhinoceros-hide 
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koorbash^ that whizzed throng the air at einery stnikB. Pdor 
Moreright was in agony, and Nama and Nama the Second 
(mother and sister of Mousa) were on their faces b^^ging and 
wailing, now embracing my knees and now Whitety'Sy ^i^e 
the brother, outside, made the air ring with cries knider than 
Mousa's. Even Yusef came and asked me on his knees to 
relent, and last of all Betuni — ^the rascal had lost a feed-bag in 
their house and had been loudest in his denunciations that 
morning— besought the Howajji to have mercy on the f eHow. 

But not he! The ptinishment was "stiq)ended," 
at the fiftemih blow, to hear the confession. Then 
Grimes and his party rode away, and left the entire 
Christian family to be fined and as severely punished 
as the Mohammedan sheik should deem proper. 

As I mounted, Yusef onoe more begged me to i nt er f ere and 
have mercy on them, but I kx)ked around at the daric faces 
of the crowd, and I oouldn^ find one drop of pity in my heart 
for them. 

He closes his picture with a rollicking burst of 
humor which contrasts finely with the grief of the 
mother and her children. 

One more paragraph: 

Then once more I bowed my head. It is no shame to have 
wept in Palestine. I wept when I saw Jerusalem, I wept when 
I lay in the starlight at Bethlehem, I wept on the blessed shores 
of Galilee. My hand was no less firm on the rein, my finger did 
not tremble on the trigger of my pistol when I rode with it in 
my right hand along the shore of the blue sea [weeping]. My 

> "A koorbash is Arabic for cowhide, the cow being a rhinoceros. 
It is the most cruel whip known to fame. Heavy as lead and 
flexible as India-rubber, usually about forty inches long and taper- 
ing gradually from an inch in diameter to a point, it administers a 
blow which l^nes its mark for time *'— Scam Life im Bgypi, by the 
seme author. 
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eye was not dimmed by those tears nor my heart in aught weak- 
ened. Let him who would sneer at my emotion dose this 
vohmie here, for he will find little to his taste in my joumeyings 
through Holy Land. 

He never bored but he struck water. 

I am aware that this is a pretty voluminous notice 
of Mr. Grimes's book. However, it is proper and 
legitimate to speak of it, for Nomadic Life in Pales- 
tine is a representative book — ^the representative 
of a class of Palestine books — and a criticism upon 
it win serve for a criticism upon them all. And 
since I am treating it in the comprehensive capacity 
of a representative book, I have taken the liberty of 
giving to both book and author fictitious names. 
Perhaps it is in better taste, anyhow, to do this. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

NAZARETH is wonderfully interesting because 
the town has an air about it of being precisely 
as Jesus left it, and one finds himself saying, all the 
time, "The boy Jesus has stood in this doorway — 
has played in that street — ^has touched these stones 
with his hands— has rambled over these chalky 
hills." Whoever shall write the Boyhood of Jesus 
ingeniously, will make a book which will possess a 
vivid interest for young and old alike. I judge so 
from the greater interest we found in Nazareth than 
any of our speculations upon Capernaum and the 
Sea of Galilee gave rise to. It was not possible* 
standing by the Sea of Galilee, to frame more than 
a vague, far-away idea of the majestic Personage 
^o wall^ upon the crested waves as if they had 
been soUd earth, and who touched the dead and they 
rose up and spoke. I read among my notes, now, 
with a new interest, some sentences from an edi* 
tion of 1621 of the Apocryphal New Testament. 
[Extract.] 

Christ, kissed by a bride made dumb by sorcerers, cciret 
her. A leprous girl cured by the water in which the infant 
Christ was washed, and becomes the servant of Joseph and Mary . 
The Iqwous son of a Prince cured in like manner. 

A young man who had been bewitched and turned into a 
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mtde, miractilocisly cured by the ixdMot Saviour being pot on 
his back, and is married to the girl who had been cured of 
Iqxrosy. Whereupon the bystanders praise God. 

Cbapber i6. Christ miraculously widens or contracts gates, 
milk pails, selves, or boxes not properly made by Jos^, he 
not being skilful at his carpenter's trade. The King of Jeru- 
salem gives Joseph an order for a throne. Joseph works on it 
for two years and makes it two spans too short. The King 
being angry with hhn, Jesus comforts him — commands him 
to pull one side of the throne while he pulls the other, and 
brings it to its proper dimensions. 

Ch^ter 19. Jesus, charged with throwing a boy from the 
roof of a house, miraculously causes the dead boy to speak and 
acquit him; fetches water for his mother, breaks the pitcher and 
miraculously gathers the water in his mantle and brings it home. 

Sent to a schoolmaster, refuses to tell his letters, and the 
sdioolmaster going to whip him, his hand withers. 

Further on in this quaint volume of rejected gos- 
pels is an epistle of St. Qement to the ODrinthians, 
which v^as used in the churches and considered 
genuine fourteen or fifteen hundred years ago. In 
it this account of the fabled phoenix occurs: 

I. Let us consider that wonderful type of the resurrection, 
which is seen in the Eastern countries, that is to say, in Arabia. 

3. There is a certain bird called a phoenix. Of this there 
is never but one at a time, and that lives five hundred years. 
And when the time of its dissolution draws near, that it must 
die, it makes itself a nest of frankincense, and myrrh, and other 
Alices, into which, when its time is fulfiUed, it enters and dies. 

3. But its fiesh, putrefying, breeds a certain worm, which 
being nourished by the juice of the dead bird, brings forth 
feathers; and when it is grown to a perfect state, it takes up 
the nest in which the bones of its parent lie, and carries it 
from Arabia into Bgypt, to a city called HeHopolis: 

4. And flying in open day in the si^t of all men, lays it upon 
the altar of the sun, and so returns from whence it came. 

5. The priests then search into the records of the time, and 
find that it returned predsdy at the end of five hundred years. 
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Bosiiiees is business, and there is nothing like 
punctuality, especially in a phoenix. 

The few chapters relating to the infancy of the 
Saviour contain many things whidi seem frivolous 
and not worth preserving. A large part of the 
remaining portions of the book read like good Scrip- 
ture, however. There is one verse that ought not 
to have been rejected, because it so evidently pro* 
phetically refers to the general run of Congresses of 
the United States: 

199. They cany themselves high, and as prudeat men; and 
though they are fools, yet would seem to be teachers. 

I have set these extracts down, as I found them. 
Everywhere, among the cathedrals of Prance and 
Italy, one finds traditions of personages that do not 
figure in the Bible, and of miracles that are not 
mentioned in its pages. But they are all in this 
Apocryphal New Testament, and though they have 
been ruled out of our modem Bible, it is claimed 
that they were accepted gospel twelve or fifteen 
centuries ago, and ranked as high in credit as any. 
One needs to read this book before he visits those 
venerable cathedrals, with their treasures of tabooed 
and forgotten tradition. 

They imposed another pirate upon us at Nazareth 
— anotiier invincible Arab guard. We took our 
last look at the city, clinging like a whitewashed 
wasp's nest to the hillside, and at eig^t o'clock in 
the morning, departed. We dismounted and drove 
the horses down a bridle-path which I think was 
fully as crooked as a corkscrew; which I know to 
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be as steep as the downward sweq> of a nmbow, 
and which I believe to be the worst piece of road in 
the geogniiAy» except one in the Sandwich Islands, 
which I remember painfulfy, and possihty one or 
two mountain-trails in the Sierra Nevadas. Often, 
in this narrow path, the horse had to poise himself 
nicdy on a rude stone step and then drop his fore- 
feet over the edge and down something more than 
half his own height. This brought his nose near 
the ground, while his tail pointed up toward the sky 
sotDewbere^ and gave him the appearance of pre- 
paring to stand on his head. A horse cannot look 
dignified in this position. We accomplished the 
long descent at last, and trotted across the great 
Plain of Bsdraekm. 

Some of tis will be shot before we finish this 
pilgrimage. The pilgrims read NofpuuUc Life and 
keep themselves in a constant state of Quixotic 
heroism. They have their hands on their pistols all 
the time, and every now and then, when you least 
expect it, they snatdi them out and take aim at 
Bedouins who are not visible, and draw their knives 
and make savage passes at other Bedouins who do 
not exist. I am in deadly peril always, for these 
spasms are sudden and irregular, and, of cotu^e, I 
canm>t tell when to be getting out <^ the way. If I 
am acdctentally murdered, some time, during one of 
these romantic frenzies of the pilgrims, Mr. Grimes 
must be rigidly held to ansvrer as an accessory before 
the fact. If the pilgrims would take deliberate aim 
and shoot at a man, it would be all ri^^t and proper 
— because that man would not be in any danger; 
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bat iheae nmdom aattrults are wliat I object ta 
I do not wish to see any nuve places Uke Bednielon^ 
where the ground is level and people can gallop. 
It puts melodramatic nonsense into the pilgrims' 
heads. All at once, vrbea one is jogging along 
stupidly in the sun, and tJiinking about something 
ever so far away» here they come, at a stormy gal- 
lop, spurring and iirtiooping at those ridgy <Ad sore- 
badced plugs till their heels fly hij^er than their 
heads, and, as they whiz by, out comes a Uttle potato- 
gun of a rercdver, there is a startling Uttle pop, and 
a small pellet goes singing throui^ the air. Now 
that I have b^;un this pilgrimage* I intend to go 
through with it, though, sooth to say, nothing but 
the most desperate valor has kept me to my purpose 
up to the present time. I do not mind Bedouins, — 
I am not afraid of them; because neither Bedouins 
nor ordinary Arabs have shown any diq[)06ttion to 
harm us, but I do feel afraid of my own ccnnrades. 
Arriving at the furthest verge of the Pbdn, we 
rode a little way up a hill and found ourselves at 
^dor, famous for its witdi. Her descendants are 
there yet. They were the wildest horde of half- 
naked savages we have found thus far. They 
swarmed out of mud bee-hives; out <^ hovds of 
the dry-goods-boK pattern; out of gaping caves 
under shelving rocks; out ot creviees in the earth* 
In five minutes the dead solitude and silence of the 
l^ace were no more, and a b^ging, screeching^ 
shouting mob were struggling about the horses' feet 
and blocking the way. ''Bucksheesh! bucfadieesh! 
budcsheeshi howajji, bucksheeshT' ItwasMagdala 
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over again, only here the g^are from the infidd eyes 
was fox)e and full of hate. The population numbers 
two hundred and fifty, and more than half the 
citizens live in caves in the rock. Dirt, degradation, 
and savagery are Endor's specialty. We say no 
more about Magdala and Deburieii now. Bndor 
heads the fist. It is worse than an Indian cam' 
poodie. The hill is barren, rocky, and forbidding. 
No sprig <^ grass is visible, and only one tree. 
This is a fig tree, which maintains a precarious foot* 
ing among the rodcs at the mouth of the dismal 
cavern once occupied by the vaitable Witch of 
Bsidor. In this cavern, tradition says, Saul, the 
King, sat at midnight, and stared and trembled, 
while the earth shook, the thunders crashed among 
the hiUs, and out of the midst of fiie and smoke the 
spirit of the dead prophet rose up and coofironted 
htm. Saul had crept to this place in the darkness, 
while his army slept, to leam what fate awaited him 
in the morrow's battle. He went away a sad man, 
to meet disgrace and death. 

A spring trickles out ci the rode in the gloomy 
recesses ci the cavern, and we were thirsty. The 
citizens of Endor objected to our going in there. 
They do not mind dirt; they do not mind rags; 
they do not mind vermin; they do not mind bar- 
barous ignorance and savagery; they do not mind a 
reasonable degree ci starvation, but they do like to 
be pure and holy before their god, whoever he may 
be, and therefore they shudder and grow almost 
pale at the idea of Christian Hps pcdluting a spring 
whose waters must descend into thdr sanctified 
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gidlets. We had no wantoo desire to wound even 
their f edings or trample upon their ptejudioes, but 
we were out of water, thus early in the day, and 
were burning up with thirst. It was at this time 
and under these drcumstanoes that I fraxned an 
^>horism which has already hecowe celebrated. I 
said: ''Neoessity knows no law." We went in and 
drank. 

We got away from the noisy wretches, finally, 
dropping them in squads and couples as we filed 
over the hills — ^the aged first, the infants next, the 
young gills further on; the strong men ran beside 
us a mile, and only left when they had secured the 
last possible piaster in the way of bucksheesh. 

In an hour we readied Nain, where Christ raised 
the widow's son to life. Nain is Magdala on a 
small scale. It has no population of any conse* 
queoce. Within a hundred yards of it is the original: 
graveyard, for aught I know; the tombstones lie 
flat on the ground, which is Jewish fashion in Syria. 
I believe the Moslems do not allow them to have 
upright tombstones. A Moslem grave is usually 
roughly {da^tered over and whitewashed, and has 
at one end an upright projection which is shi4)ed 
into exceedingly rude attempts at ornamentation. 
In the dties, there is often no appearance of a grave 
at all; a tall, slender marble tombstone, daboratdy 
lettered, gilded and painted, marks the burial-place, 
and this is surmounted by a turban, so darved and 
shaped as to signify the dead man's rank hst life. 

They showed a fragment of ancient wall which 
they said was one side of the gate out of whidi the 

«6 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

widow's dead son was being brought so many cen- 
turies ago when Jesus met the procession: 

Now when he came nigh to the gate of the city, behold there 
was a dead man carried out, the only son of his mother, and she 
was a widow; and much people of tiie dty was with her. 

And i^ien the Lord saw her, he had compafisioQ on her, and 
said, We^ not. 

And he came and touched the bier: and they that bare him 
stood still. And he said, Young man, I say unto thee, arise. 

And he that was dead sat up, and b^an to epeBk. Andhe 
delivvred him to his mother. 

And there came a fear on alL And they glorified God, say- 
ing. That a great prophet is risen up among us; and That God 
hath visited his people. 

A little mosque stands up<m the spot which tradi- 
tion says was occupied by the widow's dwelling. 
Two or three aged Arabs sat about its door. We 
eoteied, and the pilgrims broke specimens from the 
foundation walls, though they had to touch, and 
even stq), upon the "praying-carpets" to do it. 
It was almost the same as breaking pieces from the 
hearts of those old Arabs. To step rudely upon 
the sacred praying-mats, with booted feet — a thing 
not done by any Arab — ^was to inflict pain upon 
men who had not offended us in any way. Suppose 
a party of armed foreigners were to enter a village 
church in America and break ornaments from the 
ahar railings for curiosities, and dimb up and walk 
ttpon the Bible and the pulpit cushions? However, 
the cases are different. One is the profanation of a 
temple of our faith — ^the other only the profanation 
of a pagan one. 

We descended to the Plain again, and halted a 
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moment at a well — of Abraham's time, no doubt. 
It was in a desert place. It was walled three feet 
above ground with squared and heavy bloc^ of 
stone, after the manner of Bible pictures. Around 
it some camels stood, and others kndt. There was a 
group of sober Uttle donkejrs with naked, dusky 
children dambering about them, or sitting astride 
their rumps, or pulling their tails. Tawny, black- 
eyed, barefooted maids, arrayed in rags and adorned 
with brazen armlets and pinchbeck earrings, were 
poising water jars upon their heads, or drawing water 
from the well. A flock of sheep stood by, waiting 
for the shepherds to fiU the hollowed stones with 
water, so that they might drink — stones which, like 
those that walled the weU, were worn smooth and 
deeply creased by the chafing chins of a hundred 
generations of thirsty animals. Picturesque Arabs 
sat up<m the ground, in groups, and sdemnly 
smoked their long-stemmed chibouks. Other Arabs 
were filling black hogskins with water — sldns which, 
well filled, and distended with water till the short 
legs projected painfully out of the proper line, looked 
like the corpses of hogs bloated by drowning. Here 
was a grand Oriental incture which I had worshiped 
a thousand times in soft, rich steel engravings! 
But in the engraving there was no desolation; no 
dirt; no rags; no fleas; no ugly features; no sore 
eyes; no feasting flies; no besotted ignorance in 
the countenances; no raw places on the donkeys' 
backs; no disagreeable jabbering in unknown tongues; 
no stench of camels; no suggestion that a couple 
of tons of powder placed under the party and toudied 
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off would heigjitea the dSect and give to the scene a 
genuine interest and a charm which it would always 
be pleasant to recall, even though a man Uved a 
thousand years. 

Oriental scenes look best in steel engravings. I 
cannot be imposed upon any more by that picture 
of the Queen of Sheba visiting Solomon. I shall 
say to myself. You look fine, madam, but your feet 
are not dean, and you smell like a camel. 

Presently, a wild Arab in charge of a camd-train 
recognised an old friend in Ferguson, and they ran 
and fell upon each other's necks and kissed each 
other's grimy, bearded faces upon both cheeks. It 
explained instantly a something which had always 
seemed to me only a far-fetched Oriental figure of 
speech. I refer to the circumstance of Christ's 
rebuking a Pharisee, or some such character, and 
reminding him that from him he had received no 
''kiss of welcome." It did not seem reasonable to 
me that men should kiss each other, but I am aware, 
now, that they did. There was reason in it, too. 
The custcHn was natural and proper; because people 
must kiss, and a man would not be likely to kiss one 
of the women of this country of his own free will 
and accord. One must travel, to learn. Every day, 
now, dd Scriptural phrases that never possessed any 
significance for me before take to themsdves a 
meaning. 

We journeyed around the base of the motmtain — 
"Little Hermon," — past the old Crusaders' castle 
of £1 Fuleh, and arrived at Shunem. This was 
another Magdala, to a fraction, frescoes and all. 

381 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

Here, tradition says, the prophet ^tmuel was bom, 
and here the Shunamite woman built a little house 
upon the dty wall for the accommodation of the 
prophet Elisha. Elisha asked her what she expected 
in return. It was a perfectly natural question, for 
these people are and were in the habit of proffering 
favors and services and then expecting and b^^ging 
for pay. Elisha knew them well. He could not 
comprehend that anybody should build for him that 
humble Uttle chamber for the mere sake of old 
friendship, and with no selfish motive whatever. It 
used to seem a very impolite, not to say a rude 
question, for Elisha to ask the woman, but it does 
not seem so to me now. The woman said she ex- 
pected nothing. Then, for her goodness and her 
unsdfishness, he rejoiced her heart with the news 
that she should bear a son. It was a high reward — 
but she would not have thanked him for a daughter — 
daughters have always been unpopular here. The 
son was bom, grew, waxed strong, died. Elisha 
restored him to life in Shunem. 

We found here a grove of lemon trees — cool, 
shady, hung with fruit. One is apt to overestimate 
beauty when it is rare, but to me this grove seemed 
very beautiful. It was beautiful. I do not over- 
estimate it. I must always remember Shtmem grate- 
fully, as a place whidi gave to us this leafy shelter 
after our long, hot ride. We lunched, rested, 
chatted, smoked our inpes an hour, and then mounted 
and moved on. 

As we trotted across the Plain of Jezred, we met 
half a dozen Digger Indians (Bedouins) with very 
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fcng spears in their hands, cavorting around on old 
crow-bait horses, and spearing imaginary enemies; 
whooping, and fluttering their rags in the wind, and 
canying on in every respect Kke a pack of hopeless 
hmatics. At last, here were the *'wild, free sons 
of the desert, speeding over the plain like the wind, 
on their beautiful Arabian mares" we had read so 
much about and longed so much to see! Here were 
the ''picturesque costumes'*! This was the "gal- 
lant spectacle"! Tatterdemalion vagrants — cheap 
brs^^gadodo — "Arabian mares" spined and nedced 
Eke the ichthyosaurus in the museum, and humped 
and cornered Uke a dromedary! To glance at the 
genuine son of the desert is to take the romance out 
of him forever — ^to behold his steed is to long in 
charity to strip his harness off and let him fall to 
pieces. 

Presently we came to a ruinous old town on a hill, 
the same being the ancient Jezreel. 

Ahab, King of Samaria (this was a very vast king- 
dom, for those days, and was very neariy half as 
large as Rhode Island) dwelt in the city of Jezreel, 
which was his capital. Near him lived a man by the 
name of Naboth, who had a vineyard. The King 
asked him for it, and when he would not give it, 
offered to buy it. But Naboth refused to sell it. 
In those da3rs it was considered a sort of crime 
to part with one's inheritance at any price — and 
even if a man did part with it, it reverted to himsdf 
or his heirs again at the next jubilee year. So this 
spoiled child of a King went and lay down on the 
bed with his face to the wall, and grieved sorely. 
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Tbe Queen, a notodous character in those days, and 
whofie name is a byword and a reproach even in 
these^ came in and asked him wherefore he sorrowed, 
and he tcdd her. Jezebel said she could secure the 
vineyard; and she went forth and forged letters to 
the nobles and wise men, in the King's name, and 
ordered them to proclaim a fast and set Naboth on 
high before the people, and suborn two witnesses to 
swear that he had blasphemed. They did it, and the 
people stoned the accused by the dty wall, and he 
died. Then Jezebel came and told the King, and 
said. Behold, Naboth is no more— rise up and seize 
the vineyard. So Ahab seized the vin^ard, and 
went into it to possess it. But the Prophet Elijah 
came to him there and read his fate to him, and the 
|ate of Jezebel; and said that in the place where 
dogs licked the blood of Naboth, dogs shotdd also 
lidc his blood — and he said, likewise, the dogs 
should eat Jezebel by the wall of Jezreel. In the 
course of time, the King was killed in battle, and 
when his chariot wheels were washed in the pool of 
Samaria, the dogs licked the blood. In after years, 
Jdiu, who was King of Isradi, marched down against 
Jezreel, by order of one of the Prophets, and admin- 
istered one ot those convincing rebukes so common 
among the people of those days: he killed many 
longs and their subjects, and as he came along be 
saw Jezebel, painted and finely dressed, looking out 
of a window, and ordered that she be thrown down 
to him. A servant did it, and Jehu's horse trampled 
her underfoot. Then Jehu went in and sat down 
to dixmer; and presently he said, Go and bury this 
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cursed woman, for she is a King's daughter. The 
^lirit of charity came upon him too late, however* 
for the prophecy had already been fulfilled — ^the 
dogs had eaten l^r, and they "found no more of her 
than the skull and the feet, and the palms of her 
hands." 

Ahab, the late King, had left a helpless family be- 
hind him, and J^u killed seventy of the orphan sons. 
Then he killed all the relatives, and teach^^ and 
servants and friends ot the family, and rested from 
his labors, until he was come near to Samaria, where 
he met forty-two persons and asked them who they 
were; they said they were brothers of the King of 
Judah. He killed them. When he got to Samaria, 
he said he would show his zeal for the Lord; so he 
gathered all the priests and people together that 
worshiped Baal, pretending that he was going to 
adopt that worship and offer up a great sacrifice; 
and when they were all shut t^ where they could 
not defend tb^nsdves, he caused every person of 
them to be killed. Then Jehu, the good missionary, 
rested from his labors once more. 

We went back to the valley, and rode to the Foun- 
tain oi Ain Jelfid. They call it the Fountain of 
Jeaed^ usually. It is a pond about one hundred 
feet square and four feet deep, with a stream of 
water trickling into it from under an overhanging 
ledge of rocks. It is in the midst of a great solitude. 
Here Gideon pitched his camp in the dd times; 
behind ^unem lay the ''Midianites, the Amalekites, 
and the Children of the Bast," who were ''as grass- 
hoppers for multitude; both they and their camels 
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were without number, as the sand by the seaside fm* 
multitude." Which means that there were one hun- 
dred and thirty-five thousand men, and that they 
had transpcntation service accordingly. 

Gideon, with only three hundred men, surprised 
them in the night, and stood by and looked on while 
they butchered each other until a hundred and 
twenty thousand lay dead on the field. 

We camped at Jenin before nig^t, and got up and 
started again at one o'clock in the morning. Some- 
where toward daylight we passed the locality where 
the best authenticated tradition locates the pit into 
which Joseph's brethren threw him, and about noon, 
after passing over a succession of mountain-tops, 
dad with groves of fig and dive trees, with the 
Mediterranean in sight some forty miles away, and 
going by many ancient BibUcal cities whose inhab- 
itants glowered savagdy upon our Oiristian proces- 
sion, and were seemingly inclined to practise on it 
with stones, we came to the singularly terraced and 
unlovely hills that betrayed that we were out <rf 
Galilee and into Samaria at last. 

We climbed a high hill to visit the city of Samaria, 
where the woman may have hailed from who con- 
versed with Christ at Jacob's Wdl, and from wfaence> 
no doubt, came also the celebrated Good Samaritan. 
Herod the Great is said to have made a magnificent 
city of this place, and a great number of coarse lime- 
stone columns, twenty feet high and two feet 
through, that are almost guiltless ci architectural 
grace of shape and ornament, are pointed out by 
many authors as evidence of the fact. They would 
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not have been ooosidered handsome in ancient 
Greece, however. 

The inhabitants of this camp are partictalarly 
vicious, and stoned two parties of oar pUfrims a 
day or two ago who brought about the diffictilty by 
showing their revolvers when they did not intend to 
use them — a thing which is deemed bad judgment 
in the Par West, and oug^t certainly to be so con- 
sidered anywhere. In the new Territories, when a 
man puts his hand on a weapon, he knows that he 
must use it; he must use it insfcantly or expect to be 
shot down where he stands. Those pilgrims had 
been reading Grimes. 

There was nothing for us to do in Samaria but buy 
handf uls of old Roman coins at a franc a dosen, and 
look at a dilapidated church of the Crusaders and a 
vault in it which once contained the body of John 
the Baptist. The relic was long ago carried, away 
to Genoa. 

Samaria stood a disastrous siege, once, in the 
days of Elisha, at the hands of the King of Syria. 
Provisions reached such a figure that "an ass's head 
was sold for eighty ineces of silver and the fourth 
part of a cab of dove's dung for five pieces of silver." 

An incident recorded of that heavy time will give 
one a very good idea of the distress that prevailed 
within these crumbling walls. As the King was 
walking up<m the battlements one day, "a woman 
cried out, saying. Help, my lord, O King! And the 
King said. What aileth thee? and she answered. This 
woman said unto me. Give thy son, that we nmy eat 
him to-day, and we will eat my son to-morrow. So 
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we boiled my son, and did eat him; and I said unto 
her on the next day, Give thy son that we may eat 
him; and she hath hid her son." 

The prophet Elisha declared that within f our-and- 
twenty hours the prices of food shotdd go down to 
nothing, almost, and it was so. The Syrian army 
broke camp and fled, for some cause or other, the 
famine was rdieved from without, and many a 
shoddy speculator in dove's dtmg and ass's meat was 
ruined. 

We were glad to leave this hot and dusty old 
village and hurry on. At two o'clock we stopped 
to lunch and rest at ancient Shediem, between the 
histcmc Mounts of Gerizim and Ebal where in the 
dd times the books of the law, the curses and the 
blessings, were read from the heists to the Jewish 
multitudes below. 
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THB narrow caiion in which Nablous^or Shechem, 
is situated, is under high cultivation, and the 
soil is exceedingly black and fertile. It is well 
watered, and its afiluent vegetation gains effect by 
ccmtrast with the barren hills that tower on either 
side. One of these hills is the ancient Mount of 
Blessings and the other the Mount of Curses; and 
wise men who seek for fulfilment of prophecy think 
Aey find here a wonder of this kind — to wit, that 
the Mount of Bles^gs is strangely fertile and its 
mate as strangely unproductive. We could not see 
that there was really much difference between them 
in this respect, however. 

Shechem is distinguished as one of the residences 
of the patriarch Jacob, and as the seat of those tribes 
that cut themselves loose from their brethren of 
Israel and propagated doctrines not in conformity 
with those of the original Jewish creed. For thou- 
sands of years this dan have dwelt in Shechem under 
strict tabu, and having little commerce or fellowship 
with their fellow-men of any religion or nationality. 
For generations they have not ntmibered more than 
one or two hundred, but they still adhere to thdr 
ancient faith and maintain their ancient rites and 
ceremonies. Talk of family and old descent! Princes 
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and nobles pride themselves upon lineages they can 
trace back some hundreds of years. What is this 
trifle to this handful of old first families of Shechem, 
who can name their fathers straight back without a 
flaw for thousands — straight back to a period so 
remote that men reared in a country where the days 
of two hundred years ago are called "ancient" times 
grow dazed and bewildered when they try to com- 
prehend itl Here is respectability for you — hero is 
"family" — here is high descent worth talking about. 
This sad, proud remnant of a once mighty com- 
munity still hold themselves aloof fxoxn all the 
world; they still live as their fathers lived, labor as 
theu- fathers labored, think as they did, feel as they 
did, worship in the same {dace, in sight of the same 
landmarks, and in the same quaint, patriarchal way 
their ancestors did more than thirty centuries ago. 
I found myself gazing at any straggling sdon of 
this strange- race with a riveted fascination, just as 
one wotdd stare at a Uving mastodon, or a megather- 
ium that had moved in the gray dawn of creation and 
seen the wonders of that mysterious world that was 
beforo the flood. 

Carefully pres^red among the sacred archives of 
this curious community is a MS. copy of the ancient 
Jewish law, which is said to be the oldest document 
on earth. It is written on vellum, and is some four 
or five thousand years cdd. Nothing but bucksheesh 
can purchase a sight. Its fame is somewhat dimmed 
in these latter days, because of the doubts so many 
authors of Palestine travds have felt themsdves 
privil^;ed to cast upon it. Speakii^ of this MS. 
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leminda me that I procured from the high priest of 
this anciefit Samaritan oommtmity, at great ex^ 
pease, a secret document of stitl higher antiquity and 
far more extraordinary interest, which I propose to 
pubUsh as soon as I have finished translatmg it. 

Joshua gave his dying injunction to the childien 
of Israd at ^echem, and buried a valuable treasure 
secretly tmder an oak tree there about the same 
time. The superstitious Samaritans have always 
been afraid to hunt for it. They believe it is guarded 
by fierce spirits invisit:^ to men. 

About a mile and a half from Shechem we halted 
at the base of Mount Bbal, before a little square 
area, inclosed by a high stone wall, neatly white- 
washed. Across one end of this indosure is a tomb 
built after the manner of the Moslems. It is the 
tomb of Joseph. No truth is better authenticated 
than this. 

When Joseph was dying he prophesied that exodus 
of the IsraeHtes from Egypt which occurred four 
hundred years afterward. At the same time he 
exacted of his people an oath that when they jour- 
neyed to the land of Canaan, they would bear his 
bones with them and bury them in the andent 
inheritance of his fathers. The oath was kept. 

And the bones of Joseph, which the children of Israel brought 
ttp ottt of Bgypt, buried they in Shechem, in a parcel of ground 
whkfa Jacob booght of the soot of Hamor the father of Shfichem, 
for a hundred pieces of silver. 

Pew tombs on earth command the veneration of 
80 many races and men of divers creeds as this of 
Joseph. ''Samaritan and Jew, Moslem and Chris- 
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tian aUke, revece it, and honor it with their visits. 
The tomb of Jose^^ the dutiftil son, the affecticm- 
ate, forgiving brother, the virtuous man, the wise 
Prince and ruler. Egypt fdt his influence — ^tbe 
woiid knows his history." 

In this same ''parcel ci ground" which Jacob 
bought of the sons of Hamor for a hundred pieces 
of silver, is Jacob's celebrated well. It is cut in the 
sdid rock, and is nine feet square and ninetyfeet 
deep. The name ci this unpretending bxAe in the 
ground, which one might pass by and take no notice 
of , is as familiar as household words to even the 
children and the peasants of many a far-off country. 

It is more famous than the Parthenon; it is older 
than the Pyramids. 

It was by this well that Jesus sat and talked with 
a woman of that strange, antiquated Samaritan com- 
munity I have been speaking of, and told her of the 
mysterious water of life. As descendants of old 
Eni^ish nobles stiU cherish in the traditions of their 
houses how that this king or that king tarried a day 
with some favored ancestor three hundred years ago, 
no doubt the descendants ctf ^e woman of Samaria, 
living there in Shechem, still refer with pardonable 
vanity to this conversation of their ancestor, held 
some little time gone by, with the Messiah of the 
Christians. It is not likely that they undervalue a 
distinction such as this. Samaritan nature is human 
nature, and human nature remembers contact widi 
the illustrious, always. 

For an offense done to the family honoTt the sons 
of Jacob determinated all Shediem once. 
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We left Jaoob's Well and traveled tiU eight in Urn 
evening, but rather slowly, fen- we had been in tha 
saddle nineteen hours, and the horses were cruelly 
tired. We got so far ahead of the t^its that we had 
to camp in an Arab village, and sleep on the s^xHind. 
We could have slqpt in the largest of the houses; 
but there were some little drawbacks; it was popu- 
lous with v^min, it had a dirt floor, it was in no 
re^)ect deanly, and there was a family of goats in 
the only bedroom, and two donkeys in the parlor. 
Outside there were no inconveniences, except that 
the dusky, ragged, earnest-eyed villagers of both 
sexes and all ages grouped themselves on their 
haunches all around us, and discussed us and criti* 
dsed us with noisy tongues till nudni^^t. We did 
not mind the noise, being tired, but, doubtless, the 
reader is aware that it is almost an impossiUe thing 
to gp to sleep when you know that people are 
looldng at you. We went to bed at ten, and got up 
again at two and started once more. Thus are 
people persecuted by dragomans, whose sole ambi- 
tion in life is to get ahead of each other. 

About daylight we passed Shiloh, where the Ark 
of the Covenant rested three hundred years, and at 
whose gates good old Eli fell down and ^'brake his 
neck" when the messenger, riding hard from the 
battle, told him of the defeat of his pec^e, the 
death of his sons, and, more than all, the capture of 
Israel's pride, her hope, her refuge, the ancient Ark 
her forefathers brought with them out ctf Egypt. It 
is little wonder that under circumstances like these 
he fell down and brake his neck. But Shiloh had 
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no dttirms for us. We were so cold that there was 
no ocmifort tmt in motion, and so drowsy we could 
hardly sit ttpon the horses. 

After a while we came to a shapeless mass of 
ndns, which stiQ bears the name of Beth-el. It was 
here that Jacob lay down and had that superb viaon 
of angels flitting up and down a ladder that readied 
from the clouds to earth, and caught glimpses of 
their blessed home through the open gates of Heaven. 

The pilgrims took what was left of the hallowed 
ruin, and we pressed on toward the goal of our 
crusade, renowned Jerusalem. 

The further we went the hotter the sun got and 
the more rocky and bare, repulsive and dreary the 
landscape became. There could not have been more 
fragments of stone strewn broadcast over this part 
of the world, if every ten square feet of the land 
had been occupied by a separate and distinct stone- 
cutter's estaUishment for an age. There was hardly 
a tree or a shrub anywhere. Even the olive and 
tile cactus, those fast friends of a worthless so3, had 
almost deserted the cotmtry. No l&ndscsLpe exists 
that is more tiresome to the eye than that which 
botmds the approaches to Jerusalem. The only 
difference between the roads and the surrounding 
country, perhaps, is that there are rather more rocks 
in the roads than in the surrounding country. 

We passed Ramah and Beroth, and on the right 
saw the tomb of the prophet Samuel, perdied high 
upon a commanding eminence. Still no Jerusalem 
came in sight. We hturied on impatiently. We 
halted a moment at the ancient Fountain of Beira, 
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but its stones, worn deeply by the chins of thirsty 
animals that are dead and gone centuries ago, had 
no interest for us — ^we longed to see Jerusalem. 
We spurred up hill after hill, and usually began to 
stretch our necks minutes before we got to the top 
— but disappointment always followed — more stupid 
hills beyond — more unsightly landscape — no Holy 
City. 

At last, away in the middle of the day, ancient 
bits of wall and crumbling arches began to line the 
way — ^we toiled up one more hill, and every pilgrim 
and every sinner swung his hat on high! Jerusalem! 

Perched on its eternal hills, white and domed and 
solid, massed together and hooped with high gray 
walls, the venerable city gleamed in the sim. So 
small! Why, it was no larger than an American 
village of four thousand inhabitants, and no larger 
than an ordinary Sjnian city of thirty thousand. 
Jerusalem ntmibers only fourteen thousand people. 

We dismotmted and looked, without speaking a 
dozen sentences, across the wide intervening vall^ 
for an hour or more; and noted those prominent 
features of the city that pictures make familiar to all 
men from their school-days till their death. We 
could recognize the Tower of Hippicus, the Mosque 
of Omar, the Damascus Gate, the Moimt of Olives, 
the Valley of Jehoshaphat, the Tower of David, and 
the Garden of Gethsemane — and dating from these 
landmarks could tell very nearly the localities of 
many others we were not able to distinguish. 

I record it here as a notable but not discreditable 
fact that not even our pilgrims wept. I think there 
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was no individual in the party whose brain was not 
teeming with thoughts and images and memories 
invoked by the grand history of the venerable city 
that lay before us, but still among them all was no 
"voice of them that wept." 

There was no call for tears. Tears would have 
been out of place. The thoughts Jerusalem suggests 
are full at poetry, sublimity, and more than all, 
dignity. Such thoughts do not find their appro- 
priate e]q>ression in the emotions of the nursery. 

Just after noon we entered these narrow, crooked 
streets, by the ancient and the famed Damascus 
Gate, and now for several hours I have been trying 
to comprehend that I am actually in the illustrious 
old city where Solomon dwdt, where Abraham hdd 
converse with the Deity, and where walls still stand 
that witnessed the spectacle of the Crucifixion. 
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A FAST walker could go outside the walls of 
Jerusalem and walk entirely around the city in 
an hour. I do not know how else to make one 
understand how small it is. The appearance of the 
city is peculiar. It is as knobby with countless little 
domes as a prison door is with bolt-heads. Every 
house has from one to half a dozen of these white 
{Mastered domes of stone, broad and low, sitting in 
the center of , or in a cluster upon, the flat roof. 
Wherefore, when one looks down from an eminence, 
upon the compact mass of houses (so closely crowded 
together, in fact, that there is no appearance of 
streets at all, and so the city looks solid) he sees 
the knobbiest town in the world, except Constanti- 
nople. It looks as if it might be roofed, from center 
to circumference, with inverted saucers. The mo- 
notony of the view is interrupted only by the great 
Mosque of Omar, the Tower of Hippicus, and one 
or two other buildings that rise into commanding 
prominence. 

The houses are generally two stories high, built 
strongly of masonry, whitewashed or plast^*ed out- 
side, and have a cage of wooden latticework pro- 
jecting in front of every window. To reproduce a 
Jerusalem street, it would only be necessary to up- 
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end a chicken-coop and hang it before each window 
in an alley of American houses. 

The streets are roughly and badly paved with 
stone, and are tolerably crooked — enough so to 
make each street appear to dose together constantly 
and come to an end about a hundred yards ahead of 
a pilgrim as long as he chooses to walk in it. Pro- 
jecting from the top of the lower story of many of 
the houses is a very narrow porch-roof or shed, 
without supports from below; and I have several 
times seen cats jump across the street from one shed 
to the other when they were out calling. The cats 
could have jumped double the distance without 
extraordinary exertion. I mention these things to 
give an idea of how narrow the streets are. Since 
a cat can jtunp across them without the least incon- 
venience, it is hardly necessary to state that such 
streets are too narrow for carriages. These vehicles 
cannot navigate the Holy City. 

The poptdation of Jerusalem is composed of Mos- 
lems, Jews, Greeks, Latins, Armenians, Syrians, 
Copts, Abyssinians, Greek Catholics, and a handful 
of Protestants. One hundred of the latter sect are 
all that dwell now in this birthplace of Christianity. 
The nice shades of nationality comprised in the 
above list, and the languages spoken by them, are 
altogether too ntunerous to mention. It seems to 
me that all the races and colors and tongues of the 
earth must be represented among the fourteen thou- 
sand souls that dwell in Jerusalem. Rags, wretched- 
ness, poverty, and dirt, those signs and symbols that 
indicate the presence of Moslem rule more surely 
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than the crescent flag itself, abound. Lepers, crip- 
ples, the blind, and the idiotic, assail you on every 
hand, and they know but one word of but one 
language appaieaHy — ^the eternal ''bucksheesh." 
To see the numbers of maimed, malformed, and dis- 
eased humanity that throng the holy i>laces and 
obstruct the gates, one might suppose that the an- 
cient days had come again, and that the angel of 
the Lord was expected to descend at any moment to 
stir the waters of Bethesda. Jerusalem is mournful, 
and dreary, and lifeless. I would not desire to live 
here. 

One naturally goes fir^ to the Hdy Sepulcher* 
It is right in the city, near the western gate; it and 
the place of the Crudfizion, and, in fact, every other 
place intimately comiected with that tremendous 
event, are ingeniously massed together and covered 
by one roof — ^the dome of the Church of the Hdy 
Sepiikher. 

Entering the building, through the n4dst of the 
usual assemblage of beggars, one sees on his left a 
few Turkish guards — for Christians of different 
sects will not only quarrel, but fight, also, in this 
sacred {dace, if allowed to do it. Before you is a 
marUe slab, ^diich covers the Stone of Unction, 
whereon the Saviour's body was laid to prepare it 
for burial. It was found necessary to conceal the 
real stone in this way in order to save it from de- 
struction. Pilgrims were too much given to chip- 
ping c& pieces of it to carry home. Near by is a 
circular railing which marks the spot where the 
Virgin stood when the Lord's body was anointed. 
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Entering the great Rotunda, we stand before the 
most sacred locality in Christendom — ^the grave of 
Jesus. It is in the center of the churdi, and imme- 
diately under the great dome. It is inclosed in a 
sort of little temple of yellow and white stone, of 
fanciful design, "^thin the Uttle temple is a por- 
tion of the very stone which was rolled away from 
the door of the Sepulcher, and on which the angd 
was sitting when Mary came thither *'at early 
dawn." Stooping low, we enter the vault — ibe 
Sepulcher itself. It is only about six feet by seven, 
and the stone couch on which the dead Saviour lay 
extends from end to end of the apartment and occu- 
pies half its width. It is covered with a marble slab 
which had been much worn by the lips of pilgrims. 
This slab serves as an altar now. Over it hang 
some fifty gold and silver lamps, which are kept 
always burning, and the place is otherwise scandal- 
izedby trumpery gewgaws and tawdry omamentatioo. 

All sects of Christians (except ftx>testants) have 
chapels under the roof of the Chtirdi of the Holy 
Sepulcher, and each must keep to itself and not 
venture upon another's ground. It has been proven 
conclusively that they cannot worship together 
around the grave of the Saviour of the World in 
peace. The chapel of the Sjrrians is not handsome; 
that of the Cdpts is ihe humblest of them all. It is 
nothing but a dismal cavern, roughly hewn in the 
living rock of the HiU of Calvary. In one side of it 
two ancient tombs are hewn, which are claimed to 
be those in which Nicodemus and Joseph of Arima- 
thea were buried. 
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As we moved among the great piers and pillars of 
another part €i the church, we came upon a party 
of black-robed, animal-looking Italian monks, with 
candles in tiieir hands, who were chanting something 
in Latin, and going through some kind of religious 
performance around a disk of white marble let into 
the floor. It was there that the risen Saviour ap- 
peared to Mary Magdalen in the likeness of a gar- 
dener. Near by was a similar stone, sh^;)ed like a 
star — ^here the Magdalen herself stood, at the same 
time. Monks were performing in this place, also. 
They perform everywhere — ^all over the vast build- 
ing, and at all hours. Their candles are alwajrs 
flitting about in the gloom, and making the dim old 
church more dismal than there is any necessity that 
it should be, even though it is a tomb. 

We were shown the place where our Lord ap- 
peared to IBs mother after the Resturection. Here, 
also, a marble slab marks the place where St. 
Hdena, the mother of the Emperor Constantine, 
found the crosses about three hundred years after 
the Crucifixion. According to the legend, this great 
discovery elicited extravagant demonstrations of joy. 
But they were of short duration. The question 
intruded itself: ''Which bore the blessed Saviour, 
and which the thieves?" To be in doubt, in so 
mighty a matter as this — ^to be uncertain which one 
to adore — ^was a grievous misfortune. It turned 
the public joy to sorrow. But when lived there a 
holy priest who could not set so simple a trouble as 
this at rest? One of these soon hit upon a plan 
that would be a certain test. A noble lady lay very 
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ill in Jerusalem. The wise priests ordered that the 
three crosses be taken to her bedside one at a time. 
It was done. When her eyes fell upon the first one, 
she uttered a scream that was heard beyond the 
Damascus Gate, and even upon the Moimt of Olives, 
it was said, and then fell back in a deadly swoon. 
They recovered her and brought the second cross. 
Instantly she went into fearful convulsions, and it 
was with the greatest difficulty that six strong men 
could hold her. They were afraid, now, to bring in 
the third cross. They began to fear that possibly 
they had fallen upon the wrong crosses, and that the 
true cross was not with this ntunber at all. How- 
ever, as the woman seemed likdy to die with the 
convulsions that were tearing her, they concluded 
that the third cotdd do no more than put her out of 
her misery with a happy despatch. So they brought 
it, and behold, a miracle! The woman sprang from 
her bed, smiling and joyivi, and perfectly restored 
to health. When we listen to evidence like this, we 
cannot but beheve. We would be ashamed to doubt, 
and properly, too. Even the very part of Jerusalem 
where this all occurred is there yet. So there is 
really no room for doubt. 

The priest tried to show us, through a small 
screen, a fragment of the genuine Pillar of Flagella- 
tion, to which Christ was botmd when th^ scourged 
him. But we cotdd not see it, because it was dark 
inside the screen. However, a baton is kept here, 
which the pilgrim thrusts through a hole in the 
screen, and then he no longer doubts that the true 
Pillar of Flagellation is in there. He cannot have 
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any excuse to doubt it, for he can feel it with the 
stick. He can feel it as distinctly as he could feel 
anjrthing. 

Not far from here was a niche where they used to 
preserve a piece of the True Cross, but it is gone 
now. This piece of the cross was discovered in the 
sixteenth century. The Latin priests say it was 
stolen away, long ago, by priests of anotiier sect. 
That seems like a hard statement to make, but we 
know very well that it was stolen, because we have 
seen it ourselves in several of the cathedrals of Italy 
and Prance. 

But the relic that touched us most was the plain 
old sword of that stout Crusader, Godfrey of Bouillon 
— King Godfrey of Jerusalem. No blade in Christen- 
dom wields such enchantment as this — no blade 
of all that rust in the ancestral halls of Europe is 
able to invoke such visions of romance in the brain 
of him who looks upon it — ^none that can prate of 
such chivalric deeds or tell such brave tales of the 
warrior days of old. It stirs within a man every 
memory of the Holy Wars that has been sleeping 
in his brain for years, and peoples his thoughts 
with mail-dad images, with marching armies, with 
battles and with sieges. It speaks to him of Bald- 
win, and Tancred, the princely Saladin, and great 
Richard of the Lion Heart. It was with just such 
blades as these that these splendid heroes of romance 
used to segregate a man, so to speak, and leave the 
half of him to fall one way and the other half the 
other. This very sword has cloven htmdreds of 
Saracen Knights from crown to chin in those old 
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times when Godfrey wielded it. It was enchanted, 
then, by a genius that was tinder the oommand of 
King Solomon. When danger approached its mas- 
ter's tent it always struck the shield and clanged 
out a fierce alarm upon the startled ear of night. In 
times of doubt, or in fog or darkness, if it were drawn 
from its sheath it would point instantly toward 
the foe, and thus reveal the way — and it would 
also attempt to start *after them of its own accord. 
A Christian could not be so disguised that it would 
not know him and refuse to hurt him — nor a Mos- 
lem so disguised that it would not leap from its 
scabbard and take his life. These statements are all 
well authenticated in many legends that are among 
the most trustworthy legends the good old Catholic 
monks preserve. I can never forget old Godfrey's 
sword now. I tried it on a Moslem, and dove him 
in twain like a doughnut. The spirit of Grimes was 
upon me, and if I had had a graveyard I would have 
destroyed all the infidels in Jerusalem. I wiped the 
blood off the old sword and handed it back to the 
priest — ^I did not want the fresh gore to obliterate 
those sacred spots that crimsoned its brightness one 
day six htmdred years ago and thus gave Godfrey 
warning that before the sun went down his journey 
of life would end. 

Still moving through the gloom of the ChtutJi of 
the Holy Sepulcher we came to a small chapel, 
hewn out of the rock — a place which has been 
known as "The Prison of Our Lord" for many 
centuries. Tradition says that here the Saviour was 
confined just previously to the crucifixion. Under 
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an altar by the door was a pair of stone stocks for 
human legs. These things are called the "Bonds 
of Christ/' and the use they were once put to has 
given them the name they now bear. 

The Greek Chapel is the most roomy, the richest 
and the showiest chapel in the Church of the 
Holy Sepulcher. Its altar, like that of all the 
Greek churches, is a lofty screen that extends dear 
across the chapel, and is gorgeous with gilding 
and pictures. The numerous lamps that hang 
before it are of gold and silver, and cost great 
sums. 

But the feature of the place is a short column that 
rises from the middle of the marble pavement of the 
chapel, and marks the exact center of the earth. 
The most rdiable traditions tell us that this was 
known to be the earth's center, ages ago, and that 
when Christ was upon earth he set all doubts upon 
the subject at rest forever, by stating with his own 
lips that the tradition was correct. Remember He 
said that that particular column stood upon the 
center of the world. If the center of the world 
changes, the column changes its position accordingly. 
This colunm has moved three diflEerent times, of its 
own accord. This is because, in great convulsions 
of nature, at three different times, masses of the 
earth — ^whole ranges of motmtains, probably — have 
flown off into space, thus lessening the diameter of 
the earth, and changing the exact locality of its 
center by a point or two. This is a very curious 
and interesting circumstance, and is a withering 
rebuke to those philosophers who would make us 

305 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

believe that it is not possible for any portion of the 
earth to fly oflf into space. 

To satisfy himself that this spot was really the 
center of the earth, a skeptic once paid well for the 
privilege of ascending to the dome of the church to 
see if the sun gave him a shadow at noon. He 
came down perfectly convinced. The day was very 
cloudy and the sun threw no shadows at all; but 
the man was satisfied that if the sun had come out 
and made shadows it could not have made any for 
him. Proofs like these are not to be set aside by 
the idle tongues of cavilers. To such as are not 
bigoted, and are willing to be convinced, they carry 
a conviction that nothing can ever shake. 

If even greater proofs than those I have men- 
tioned are wanted, to satisfy the headstrong and the 
foolish that this is the genuine center of the earth, 
they are here. The greatest of them lies in the fact 
that from tmder this very column was taken the dust 
from which Adam was made. This can surely be 
regarded in the light of a settler. It is not likely 
that the original first man would have been made 
from an inferior quality of earth when it was entirely 
convenient to get first quality from the world's 
center. This will strike any reflecting mind forcibly. 
That Adam was formed of dirt procured in this very 
spot is amply proven by the fact that in six thousand 
years no man has ever been able to prove that the 
dirt was not procured here whereof he was made. 

It is a singular drctunstance that right under the 
roof of this same great church, and not far away 
from that illustrious colunm, Adam himself, the 
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father of the htiinan race, lies buried. There is no 
question that he is actually buried in the grave which 
is pointed out as his — ^there can be none — ^because 
it has never yet been proven that that grave is not 
the grave in which he is buried. 

The tomb of Adamt How touchmg it was, here 
in a land of strangers, far away from home, and 
friends, and all who cared for me, thus to discover 
the grave of a blood relation. True, a distant one, 
but still a relation. The unerring instinct of nature 
thrilled its recognition. The fountain of my filial 
affection was stirred to its profoundest depths, and 
I gave way to tumultuous emotion. I leaned upon 
a pillar and burst into tears. I deem it no shame to 
have wept over the grave of my poor dead relative. 
Let him who would sneer at my emotion dose this 
volume here, for he will find litUe to his taste in my 
joumesrings through Holy Land. Noble old man — 
he did not live to see me — ^he did not live to see 
his child. And I — I — alas, I did not live to see 
him. Weighed down by sorrow and disappoint- 
ment, he died before I was bom — six thousand 
brief stmmiers before I was bom. But let us try to 
bear it with fortitude. Let us trust that he is better 
off where he is. Let us take comfort in the thought 
that his loss is our eternal gain. 

The next place the guide took us to in the holy 
church was an altar dedicated to the Roman soldier 
who was of the military guard that attended at the 
Crucifixion to keep order, and who — ^when the veil 
of the Temple was rent in the awful darkness that 
followed; when the rock of Golgotha was split 
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asunder by an earthquake; when the artillery of 
heaven thundered^ and in the baleful glare of the 
lightniAgs the shrouded dead flitted about the streets 
of Jerusalem — shook with fear and said, "Surely 
this was the Son of God!" Where this altar stands 
now, that Roman soldier stood then, in full view of 
the crucified Saviour — in full sight and hearing of 
all the marvels that were transpiring far and wide 
about the circumference of the Hill of Calvary. 
And in this selfsame spot the priests of the Temple 
beheaded him for those blasphemous words he had 
spoken. 

In this altar they used to keep one of the most 
curious relics that human eyes ever looked upon — 
a thing that had power to fascinate the beholder in 
some mysterious way and keep him gazing for hotirs 
together. It was nothing less than the copper plate 
Pilate put upon the Saviour's cross, and upon which 
he wrote, *'This is the King op thb Jews." I 
think St. Helena, the mother of Constantine, found 
this wonderftd memento when she was here in the 
third century. She traveled all over Palestine, and 
was always fortunate. Whenever the good old en- 
thusiast found a thing mentioned in her Bible, Old 
or New, she would go and search for that thing, and 
never stop until she found it. If it was Adam, she 
would find Adam; if it was the Ark, she wotdd find 
the Ark; if it was Goliah, or Joshua, she would 
find them. She fotmd the inscription here that I 
was speaking of, I think. She found it in this very 
spot, close to where the martyred Roman soldier 
stood. That copper plate is in one of the churches 
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in Rome now. Any one can see it there. The 
inscription is very distinct. 

We passed along a few steps and saw the altar built 
over the very spot where the good Catholic priests 
say the sci&ers divided the raiment of the Saviour. 

Then we went down into a cavern which cavilers 
say was once a dstem. It is a chapel now, how- 
ever—the Chapel of St. Helena. It is fifty-one 
feet long by forty-three wide. In it is a marble 
chair wfaidi Helena used to sit in while she superin- 
tended her workmen ^dien they were digging and 
delving for the True Cross. In this place is an altar 
(fedicated to St. Dimas, the penitent thief. A new 
bronze statue is here — a statue of St. Helena. It 
reminded us of poor Maximilian, so lately shot. 
He preaeated it to this chapel when he was about to 
leave for his throae in Mexico. 

From the dstem we descended twdve steps into 
a large roug^y shaped grotto, carved whdly out of 
the living rock. Helena blasted it out when she was 
searching for the true cross. She had a laborious 
piece of work here, but it was richly rewarded. Out 
ci this place she got the crown of thorns, the nails 
of the cross, the true cross itsdf , and the cross of 
the penitent thief. When she thought she had found 
everything and was about to stop, she was told in a 
dream to continue a day longer. It was very for- 
tunate. She did so, and found the cross of the 
other thief. 

The walls and roof of this grotto still weep bitter 
tears in memory of the event that transpired on 
Calvary, and devout pilgrims groan and sob when 
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these sad tears fall upon them from the dri^qmig 
rock. The monks call this apartment the "Qiapd 
of the Invention of the Cross" — a name lAndx is 
nnf ortunate, because it leads the ignorant to imagii^ 
that a tacit acknowledgment is thus made that the 
tradition that £telena fbtmd the true cross here is a 
fiction — an invention. It is a happiness to know, 
however, that intdUgent people do not doubt the 
story in any of its particulars. 

Priests of any of the chapds and denominations 
in the Qiurch of the Holy Sepulcber can visit this 
sacred grotto to weep and pray and worship the 
gentle Redeemer. Two difTereut congregatioas are 
not allowed to enter at the same time, however, be- 
cause they always fight. 

Stall mardiing through the venerable Qiurdi ci 
the Holy Sepulcher, among chanting priests in 
coarse long robes astd sandals; pilgrims of all colors 
and many nationaUties, in all sorts of strange cos- 
tumes; under dusky arches and by dingy piers and 
columns; through a somber cathedral gloom, frei^^ 
ed with smoke and incense, and faintly starred with 
scores of candles that appeared suddenly and as 
suddenly disappeared, or drifted mysteriously hither 
and thither about the distant aisles like ghostly 
jack-o'-lantems — ^we came at last to a small chapd 
which is called the ''Chapel of the Mocking." 
Under the altar was a fragment of a marble colunm; 
this was the seat Christ sat on when he was reviled, 
and mockingjly made King, crowned with a crown 
of thorns and sceptered with a reed. It was here 
that they bHndfdded him and struck him, and said 
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in deriskni, ''Prophesy who it is that smote thee.'* 
The tradition that this is the identical spot of the 
mocking is a very ancient one. The gtdde said that 
Saewulf was the first to mention it. I do not know 
Saewulf , but still, I cannot well refuse to receive 
his evidence — none of us can. 

They showed us where the great Godfr^ and his 
brother Baldwin, the first Qnistian Kings of Jerusa- 
lem, once lay buried by that sacred sepulcher they 
had fought so long and so valiantly to wrest from 
the hands of the infidel. But the niches that had 
contained the ashes of these renowned crusaders 
were empty. Even the coverings of their tombs 
were gone— destrojred by devout members of the 
Qreek church, because Godfrey and Baldwin were 
Latin princes, and had been reared in a Christian 
faith whose creed differed in some tmimportant re- 
spects from theirs. 

We passed on, and halted before the tomb of 
Melchisedek! You will remember Meldusedek, no 
doubt; he was the King who came out and levied a 
tribute on Abraham the time that be pursued Lot's 
captors to Dan, and took all their property from 
them. That was about four thousand years ago, 
and Melchisedek died shortly afterward. However, 
his tomb is in a good state of preservation. 

When one enters the Church of the Holy Sepul- 
dier, the Sepulcher itsdf is the first thing he desires 
to see, and really is almost the first thing he does 
see. The next thing he has a strong yearning to 
see is the spot where the Saviour was crucified. But 
this they exhibit last. It is the crowning glory of 
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the place. One is grave and thoughtful when he 
stands in the little Tomb of the Saviour — ^he could 
not well be otherwise in such a place — but he has 
not the slightest possible belief that ever the Lord 
lay there, and so the interest he feels in the spot is 
very, very greatly marred by that reflection. He 
looks at the place where Mary stood, in another 
part of the church, and where John stood, and Mary 
Magdalen; where the mob derided the Lord; where 
the angel sat; where the crown of thorns was found, 
and the true cross; where the risen Saviour ap- 
peared — he looks at all these places with interest, 
but with the same conviction he felt in the case of the 
Sepulcher, that there is nothing genuine about them, 
and that they are imaginary holy |daces created by 
the monks. But the place of the Crucifixion affects 
him differently. He ftdly believes that he is looking 
upon the very spot where the Saviour gave up his 
Uf e. He remembers that Christ was very celebrated, 
long before he came to Jerusalem; he knows that 
his fame was so great that crowds followed him all 
the time; he is aware that his entry into the city 
produced a stirring sensation, and that his reception 
was a kind of ovation; he cannot overlook the fact 
that when he was crucified there were very many in 
Jerusalem who believed that he was the true Son of 
God. To publicly execute such a personage was 
sufiSdent in itself to make the locality of the ^cecu- 
tion a memorable place for ages; added to this, the 
storm, the darkness, the earthquake, the rending oi 
the veil of the Temple, and the untimely waking of 
the dead, were events calculated to fix the execution 
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and the scene of it in the memory of even the most 
thoughtless w i t n ess. Fathers would tell their sons 
about the strange affair, and point out the spot; the 
aons would tran^nit the story to their children, and 
thus a period of three hundred years would easily 
be spanned' — at which time Helena came and built 
a church upon Calvary to commemorate the death 
and burial of the Lord and preserve the sacred place 
in the memories of men; since that time there has 
always been a church there. It is not possible that 
there can be any mistake about the locality of the 
Crucifixion. Not half a dozen persons knew where 
they buried the Saviour, perhaps, and a burial is not 
a startling event, anyhow; therefore, we can be 
pardoned for unbelief in the Sepulcher, but not 
in the place of the Crucifixion. Five hundred 
years hence there will be no vestige of Bunker Hill 
Monument left, but America will still know where 
the battle was fought and where Warren fell. The 
crucifixion of Christ was too notable an event in 
Jerusalem, and the Hill of Calvary made too cele- 
brated by it, to be forgotten in the short space of 
three hundred years. I climbed the stairway in the 
church which brings one to the top of the small in- 
closed pinnacle of rock, and looked upon the place 
where the true cross once stood, wil^ a far more 
absorbing interest than I had ever felt in anything 
earthly before. I could not believe that the three 
hides in the top of the rock were the actual ones the 
crosses stood in, but I fdt satisfied that those crosses 

^ The thought is Mr. Prime's, not mine, and is fuU of good sense. 
I borrowed it from his TeiU Ldfe.—M. T. 
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had stood so near the {rfaoe now occu]»ed by thea, 
that the few feet of poasibte difference were a matter 
of no consequence. 

When <me stands where the Saviour was crucified, 
he finds it all he can do to keep it strictly before his 
mind that Christ was not crudfied in a Catholic 
chtux^h. He must remind himsdf every now and 
then that the great event transpired in the open air, 
and not in a gloomy, candle-lighted cell in a little 
comer of a vast church, up-stairs — a small cdl all 
bejewded and bespangled with flashy ornamenta- 
tion, in execrable taste. 

Under a marUe altar like a table, is a circular 
hole in the marble floor, corresponding with tiie one 
just under it in which the true cross stood. The 
first thing every one does is to kneel down and take 
a candle and examine this hole. He does this 
strange prospecting with an amount of gravity that 
can never be estimated or appreciated by a man 
who has not seen the operation. Then he hdds his 
candle before a richly engraved picture ci the 
Saviour, done on a massy slab of gold, and wcmder- 
f ully rayed and started with diamonds, which hangs 
above l^e hole within the altar, and his solemnity 
dianges to lively admiration. He rises and faces the 
finely wrous^t figures of the Saviour and the male- 
factors uplifted upon their crosses behind the altar, 
and bright with a metallic luster of many colors. 
He turns next to the figures dose to them of the 
Virgin and Mary Magdalen; next to the rift in the 
living rock made by the earthquake at the time of 
the crucifixion, and an extension of ^diidi he had 
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before in the wall of one of the grofctoes below; 
he looks next at the diowcase wiih a figure of the 
Virgin in it, and is amaaed at the princely fortune in 
I^eciat^ goms and jewelry that hangs so thickly 
about the form as to hide it like a garment almost. 
All about the apartment the gaudy trappings of the 
Gredc church offend the eye and keep the mind on 
the rack to remember that this is the Place of the 
Crucifixion — Golgotha — ^the Mount of Calvary . And 
the last thing he looks at is that which was also 
the first — ^the place where the true cross stood 
That will chain him to the spot and compel him to 
look once more, and once again, after he has satis- 
fied all curiosity and lost all interest concerning the 
other matters pertaining to the locality. 

And so I dose my chapter on the Church of the 
Holy Sepulcher — ^the most sacred locality on earth 
to millions and millions of men, and women, and 
children, the noble and the humble, bond and free. 
In its history from the first, and in its tremendous 
associations, it is the most illtistrious edifice in 
Christendom. With all its claptrap side-shows and 
unseemly impostures of every kind, it is stiU grand, 
reverend, venerable — ^for a god died there; for fif- 
teen hundred years its shrines have been wet with 
the tears of pilgrims from the earth's remotest con- 
fines; for more than two hundred, the most gallant 
knights that ever wielded sword wasted their lives 
away in a struggle to seize it and hold it sacred from 
infidel pollution. Even in our own day a war, that 
cost miUions of treasure and rivers of blood, was 
fought because two rival nations claimed the sole 
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xig^ to put a new dome tqxm it. History is full of 
this old Churdi of the Holy Sepulcher — full of 
blood that was shed because of the respect and the 
veneratioii in wbidh men held the last resting-idaoe 
of the meek and lowly, the mild and gentle Prince 
of Peace! 
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CHAPTER XXVn 

WS were staading in a narrow street, by the 
Tower of Antonio. ''On these stones that 
are crumbling away/' the guide said, ''the Saviour 
sat and rested before taking up the cross. This is 
the b^finning of the Sorrowful Way, or the Way of 
Grfef." The party took note of the sacred spot, 
and moved on. We passed tmder the "Ecce Homo 
Arch," and saw the very window from ^diich Pilate's 
wife warned her husband to have nothing to do with 
the persec u t i on of the Just Man. The window is in 
an ezcdlent state of preservation, considering its 
great age. They showed us where Jesus rested the 
second time, and where the mob refused to give him 
up, and said, "Let his blood be upon our heads, 
and upon our children's children forever." The 
Ftench Cathofics are building a church on this spot, 
and with their usual veneration for historical rdics, 
are incorporating into the new such scraps of ancient 
walls as they have found there. Further on, we saw 
the spot where the fainting Saviour fell tmder the 
wei^^t of his cross. A great granite column of 
some ancient temple lay there at the time, and the 
heavy cross struck it such a blow that it broke in 
two in the middle. Such was the guide's story 
when he halted us before the broken column. 
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We crossed a street, and came presently to the 
former residence of St. Veronica. When the Saviour 
passed there, she came out, full of womanly com- 
passion, and spoke pitying words to him, undatmted 
by the hootings and the threatenings of the mob, 
and wiped the perq>ii^tiofi from his face with her 
handkerchief. We had heard so much of St. 
Veronica, and seen her picture by so many madte<b, 
OxbA it was Uke meeting an old friend tmezpeotedUy 
to come upon her ancient home in Jerusalem. Tte 
strangest thing about the inddtet that has made 
her name so famous, is, that wbea Ait wiped the 
perspiration away, the print of the Saviour's face 
remained upon the handkerchief, a peff ect por t ra it , 
and so remains unto this day. We knew tfate, 
because we saw this handkerchief in a catii6dral in 
Paris, in another in Spaaxi, and in two odiers in 
Italy. In the Milan cathedral it costs five francs to 
see it, and at St. Peter's, at Rome, it is almost 
impossible to see it at any i>rice. No traditioii is so 
amfdy veriBed as this of St. Veronica and her hand- 
kerchief. 

At the next comer we saw a deep indentation in the 
hard stone masonry of the comer of a house, but 
might have gone heedlessly by it but that the guide 
said it was made by the elbow of tiie Saviour, who 
stumUed here and fdl. Ptesently we came to just 
such another inctentation in a stone walL The guide 
said the Saviour fell here, also, and made this depres- 
sion with his elbow. 

There were other places where the Lord fell, and 
others where he rested; but ode of the most curkMis 
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landmarks of mcieat history we found on this morn- 
ing walk thious^ the crooked lanas that lead toward 
Calvary, was a certain stone built into a house — a 
stone that was so seamed and scarred that it bore a 
sort of grotesque resemblance to the human face. 
The projections that answered for cheeks were worn 
smooth by the passionate kisses of generations of 
pilgrims from distant lands. We asked ^'Why?'' 
The guide said it was because this was one ci ''the 
very stones of Jerusalem" that Christ mentioned 
when he was reproved for permitting the people to 
cry ''Hosannahr when he made his memorable 
entry into the city upon an ass. One of the pil- 
grims said, ''But there is no evidence that the stones 
did cry out — Qirist said that if the people stopped 
from shouting Hosannah, the very stones would do 
it." The guide was perfectly serene. He said, 
calmly, "This is one of the stones that would have 
cried out." It was of little use to try to shake this 
fellow's simple faith — it was easy to see that 

And so we came at last to another wonder, of 
deep and abiding interest — ^the veritable house where 
the unhappy wretch once lived who has been cele- 
brated in song and story for more than eighteen 
htmdred years as the Wandering Jew. On the 
memorable day of the Crucifixion he stood in this 
cdd doorway wiih his arms akimbo, looking out upon 
the struggUng mob that was approaching, and when 
the weary Saviour would have sat down and rested 
him a moment, pushed him rudely away and said, 
"Move on!" The Lord said, "Move on, thou, 
likewise," and the command has never been revoked 
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from that day to this. AH men know how that Hie 
miscreant upon whose head that just curse fell has 
roamed up and down the wide world, for ages and 
ages, seeking rest and never finding it — courting 
death but always in vain — longing to stop, in dty, 
in wilderness, in desert soHtudes, yet hearing always 
that rdentless warning to march — march on! They 
say — do these hoary traditions — ^that when Titus 
sacked Jerusalem and slaughtered eleven hundred 
thousand Jews in her streets and byways, the Wan- 
dering Jew was seen always in the tiiickest ct the 
fight, and that when battle-axes gleamed in the air, 
he bowed his head beneath them; when swords 
fiashed their deadly lightnings, he sprang in their 
way; he bared his breast to vAnzxing javelins, to 
hissing arrows, to any and to every weapon that 
promised death and forgetfulness, and rest. But it 
was tisdess — he walked forth out of the carnage 
without a wound. And it is said that five hundred 
years afterward he followed Mohammed when he 
carried destruction to the cities of Arabia, and then 
turned against him, hoping in this way to win the 
death of a traitor. His calculations were wrong 
again. No quarter was given to any living creature 
but one, and that was the only one of all the host 
that did not want it. He sought death five hundred 
years later, in the wars of the Crusades, and offered 
himself to famine and pestilence at Ascalon. He 
escaped again — ^he could not die. These repeated 
annoyances could have at last but one effect — ^they 
shook his confidence. Since then the Wandering 
Jew has carried on a kind of desultory toying with 
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the most promisiiig of the aids and imidements of 
destruction, but with small hope, as a general thing. 
He has speculated scmie in cb^era and raihoads, 
and has taken almost a lively interest in infernal 
machines and patent medicines. He is old, now, 
and grave, as becomes an age like his; he indulges 
in no light amusements save that he goes sometimes 
to executions, and is fond of funerals. 

There is one thing he cannot avoid; go where he 
will about the world, he must never fail to report in 
Jerusalem every fiftieth year. Only a year or two 
ago he was here for the thirty^seventh time since 
Jesus was crucified on Calvary. They say that many 
oLd people, who are here now, saw him then, and had 
seen him before. He looks always the same — old, 
and withered, and hollow-eyed, and listless, save 
that there is about him something which seems to 
suggest that he is looking for some one, expecting 
some one — ^the friends of his youth, pei^iaps. But. 
the most of them are dead, now. He always pokes 
about the old streets looking lonesome, making his 
mark on a wall here and there, and eying the oldest 
buildings ynih a sort of friendly half -interest; and 
he sheds a few tears at the threshold of his ancient 
dwelling, and bitter, bitter tears they are. Then he 
collects his rent and leaves again. He has been seen 
standing near the Church of the Holy Sepulcher on 
many a starlight night, for he has cherished an idea 
for many centuries that if he could only enter there, 
he could rest. But when he approaches, the doors 
slam to with a crash, the earth trembles, and all the 
lights in Jerusalem bum a ghastly blue! He does 
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this every fifty years, just the same. It is hopeless^ 
but then it is hard to break habits one has been 
eighteen hundred years accustomed to. The old 
tourist is far away on his wanderings, now. How 
he must ^nile to see a pack oi blockheads Uke us, 
galloping about the world, and looking wise, and 
imagining we are finding out a good deal about it! 
He must have a consuming contempt for the ignorant, 
complacent asses that go scurrying about the world 
in these railroading days and call it traveling. 

When the guide pointed out where the Wandering 
Jew had left his familiar mark upon a wall, I was 
filled with astonishment. It read: 

S. T.— 1860— X. 

All I have revealed about the Wandering Jew can 
be amply proven by reference to our guide. 

The mighty Mosque of Omar, and the paved court 
around it, occupy a fourth part of Jerusalem. They 
are upon Mount Moriah, where King Solomcm's 
Temple stood. This Mosque is the holiest i>lace 
the Mohammedan knows, outside of Mecca. Up to 
within a year or two past, no Qmstian could gain 
admission to it or its court for love or money. But 
the prohibition has been removed, and we entered 
freely for bucksheesh. 

I need not speak of the wonderful beauty and the 
exquisite grace and symmetry that have made this 
Mosque so celebrated — because I did not see them. 
One cannot see such things at an instant glance — 
one frequently only finds out how really beautiful a 
really beautiful woman is after considerable acquaint- 
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lOKe with her; and the rule ap[dks to Niagara Falk, 
to majestic mountains, and to moeques — especially 
tomoiques. 

The great feature of the Moeque of Omar is the 
prodigious rock in the center of its rotunda. It was 
upon this rode that Abraham came so near offering 
up his son Isaac — ^this, at least, is authentic — it is 
very much more to be relied on than most of the 
traditions, at any rate. On this rock, also, the angel 
stood and threatened Jerusalem, and David per- 
suaded htm to spare the dty. Mohammed was well 
acquainted with this stone. From It he ascended to 
heaven. The stone tried to follow him, and if the 
angd Gabriel had not happened by the merest good 
ludc to be there to seise it, it would have done it. 
Very few people have a grip like Gabriel — ^the prints 
of his monstrous fingers, two inches deep, are to be 
seen in that rode to-day. 

This rock, large as it is, is suspended in the air. 
It does not totidi anyibing at all. The guide said 
so. This is very wonderful. In the place on it 
where Mohammed stood, he left his footprints in the 
sdid stone. I should jt^ge that he wore about 
ei^bteens. But what I was going to say, when I 
spoke ci the rode being suspended, was, that in the 
floor ct the cavern under it they showed us a slab 
wbich they said covered a hole which was a thing of 
extraordinary interest to all Mohammedans, because 
that hole leads down to perdition, and every soul that 
is transferred from thence to Heaven must pass up 
through this orifice. Mohammed stands there and 
lifts them out by the hair. All Mohammedans shave 
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thetr heads, but they are oareful to leave a lode of 
hair for the Pix>[diet to take hold of. Our guide 
observed that a good Mohammedan would cnrwader 
himself doomed to stay with the damned focever if 
he were to lose his scalp-lode and die before it grew 
again. The most of them that I have seen ought to 
stay with the damned* anyhow, without reference to 
how thqr were barbered. 

For several ages no woman has been allowed to 
enter the cavern where that important bde is. The 
reason is that one of the sex was once caus^ thete 
hlahhing everything she knew about what was going 
on above-ground, to the rapscallions in the infernal 
r^;tons down bdow. She carried her gossiping to 
such an extreme that nothing could be kept private 
— nothing could be done or said on earth but every- 
body in perdition knew all about it before the sun 
went dowxL It was about time to suppress this 
woman's td^japh, and it was pronq[>tly done. Her 
breath subsided about the same time. 

The inside of the great moeque is very showy with 
variegated marble walls and with windows and in- 
scriptions of elaborate mosaic. The Turks have their 
sacred relics, like the Catholics. The guide diowed 
us the veritable armor worn by the great son-in*4aw 
and successor of Mohammed, and also the budder of 
Mohammed's unde. The great iron railing whidi 
surrounds the rock was ornamented in one place with 
a thousand rags tied to its open work. These are to 
remind Mohammed not to forget the worshipers who 
placed them there. It is considered the next best thing 
to tying threads aroundhis finger by way of reooinders. 

3^4 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INNOCENTS ABROAD 

Jvat outside the mcMque is a xmniattire temple, 
wfakh marks the spot where David and Goliah used 
to 8tt and judge the people.^ 

Bvetywhere about the Mosque of Omar are por- 
tkms of pillars, curiously wrought altars, and frag- 
meaats of degantly carved marble — precious remains 
of Solomon's Temple. These have been dug from 
all depths in the soil and rubbish of Mount Moriah, 
and the Moslems have always shown a disposition to 
preserve them with the utmost care. At that por- 
tion of the and^it wall of SolcHnon's Temple which 
is called the Jew's Place of Wailing, and where the 
Hebrews assemble every Friday to kiss the venerated 
stones and weep over the fallen greatness of Zion, 
any one can see a part of the unquestioned and tm- 
disputed Temple of Sdomon, the same consisting of 
three or four stones lying one upon the other, each 
of which is about twice as long as a seven-octave 
piano, and about as thick as such a piano is high. 
But, as I have remarked before, it is only a year or 
two ago that the ancient edict prohibiting Christian 
rubbish like ourselves to enter the Mosque of Omar 
and see the costiiy marbles that once adorned the 
umer Tem^de was annulled. The designs wrought 
upon these fragments are all quaint and peculiar, and 
so the charm of novelty is added to the deep interest 
they naturally inspire. One meets with these vener- 
able scraps at every turn, especially in the nei^bor- 
ing Mosque el Aksa, into whose inner walls a very 

^ A pilgrim infonns me that it was not David and Goliah, but 
David and Sattl. I stick to my own statement— the guide told me, 
and be ought to know. 

3^5 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

larg^ nvasbet of tham are carefully bcdit for preser- 
vation. These pieces of stone* stained and dusty 
with age, dimly hint at a grandeur we have all been 
taiight to nsutd as the princdiest ever semen earth; 
and they call up pictures of a pageant that is famiKar 
to all imaginatjcms— camds laden with spices and 
treasure — beautiful slaves, presents for Solomon's 
harem — a long cavalcade of richly caparisoned 
beasts and warriors — and Sheba's QuMn in the van 
of this vision d ''Oriental magnificence.'' These 
elegant fragments bear a richer interest than tiie 
solemn vastness of the stones the Jews kiss in tbt 
Place of Wailing can ever have for the heedless 
sinner. 

Down in the hollow ground, underneath the olives 
and the orange trees that flouridi in the court of the 
great Moeqtie, is a wilderness of pillars — remains of 
the ancient Temple; they supported it. There axe 
ponderous archways down there» also, over which 
the destroying ''plow" of prophecy passed harm- 
less. It is {feasant to know we are disappointed, in 
that we never dreamed we might see portions of the 
actual Temple <A Solomon, and yet experience no 
shadow of suspicion that they were a Tnonkinh hum- 
bug and a fraud. 

We are surfeited with sights. Nothing has any 
fascination for us, now, but the Church of the Holy 
Sepulcher. We have been there every day, and 
have not grown tired of it; but we are weary of 
everything else. The sights are too many. They 
swaim about you at every step; no single foot of 
ground in all Jerusalem or within its neig^boriiood 
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seems to be without a sttrrmg and importaat history 
of its own. It is a very rdief to steal a walk of a 
hundred yards without a guide along to talk unceas- 
ingly about every stone you step upon and drag you 
hade ages and ages to the day when it achieved 
celebrity. 

It seems hardly real when I find m3^self leaning 
for a moment on a ruined wall and looking listlessly 
down into the historic pool of Bethesda. I did not 
tinnk such things could be so crowded together as to 
diminish their interest. But, in serious truth, we 
have been drifting about, for several dasrs, using our 
eyes and our ears more from a sense of duty than any 
higher and worthier reason. And too often we have 
been glad when it was time to go home and be dis- 
tressed no more about illustrious localities. 

Our pilgrims oomi»ess too much into one day. 
One can gorge sights to repletion as well as sweet- 
meats. Since we breakfasted, this morning, we have 
seen enough to have furnished us food for a year's 
reflection if we could have seen the various objects 
in comfort and looked upon them deliberately. We 
visited the Foci pf Hezddah, where David saw 
Uriah's wife coming from the bath and fell in love 
with her. 

We went out of the dty by the JaflEa gate, and <rf 
course were told many things about its Tower of 
Hippicus. 

We rode across the Valley of Hinnom, between 
two of the Pools of Gihon, and by an aqueduct 
built by Solomon, which still conveys water to the 
city. We ascended the Hill of Evil Counsel, where 
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Judas received his thirty pieces of silver, and we also 
Hngered a moment under the tree a veneraUe tradi- 
tion says he hanged himsdf on. 

We descended to the cafion again, and then the 
guide b^;an to give name and history to every bank 
and boulder we came to: "This was the Field of 
Blood; these cuttings in the rocks were shrines and 
temples of Moloch; h^e they sacrificed children; 
yonder is the 2^on Gate; the Tyropean Valley; the 
Hill of Ophel; h^e is the junction of the Valley of 
Jehoshaphat — on your right is the Well of Job." 
We turned up Jehoshaphat. The recital went on. 

''This is the Mount of Olives; this is the Hill of 
Offense; the nest of huts is the Village of Siloam; 
here, yonder, everywhere, is the King's Garden; 
under this great tree Zacharias, the high priest, was 
murdered ; yonder is Mount Moriah and the Temple 
wall; the tomb of Absalom; the tomb of St. James; 
the tomb of Zacharias; beyond, are the Garden of 
Gethsemane and the tomb of the Virgin Mary; here 
is the Pool of Siloam, and — " 

We said we would dismount, and quench our 
thirst, and rest. We were btuning up with the heat. 
We were failing tmder the accumulated fatigue of 
days and days of ceaseless marching. All were 
willing. 

The Pool is a deep, walled ditch, through which a 
dear stream of water runs, that comes from under 
Jerusalem somewhere, and passing throt^h the 
Fountain of the Virgin, or being supplied from it, 
reaches this place by way of a tunnel of heavy 
masonry. The famous pool looked exactly as it 
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looked in Sdomon's time, no doubt, and the same 
dusky. Oriental women came down in their old 
Oriental way and carried off jars of the water on 
their heads, just as they did three thousand years 
ago, and just as they will do fifty thousand years 
hence if any of them are still left on earth. 

We went away from there and stopped at the 
Fountain of the Virgin. But the water was not 
good, and there was no comfort or peace anywhere, 
on account of the regiment of boys and girls and beg- 
gars that persecuted us all the time for bucksheesh. 
The guide wanted us to give them some money, and 
we did it; but when he went on to say that they 
were starving to death we could not but feel that we 
had done a great sin in throwing obstacles in the way 
of such a desirable consummation, and so we tried 
to collect it back, but it could not be done, 

We entered the Gard^ of Gethsemane, and we 
visited the Tomb of the Virgin, both of which we 
had seen before. It is not meet that I should speak 
kA them now. A more fitting time will come. 

I cannot speak now of the Mount of Olives or its 
view of Jerusalem, the Dead Sea, and the mountains 
of Moab; nor of the Damascus Gate or the tree that 
was planted by King Godfrey of Jerusalem. One 
ought to feel pleasantly when he talks of these things. 
I cannot say anything about the stone column that 
projects over Jehoshaphat from the Temple wall 
like a cannon, except that the Moslems believe Mo- 
hammed will sit astride of it when he comes to judge 
the world. It is a pity he could not judge it from 
some roost of his own in Mecca, without trespass- 

329 



Digitized by 



Google 



MARK TWAIN 

hag on our holy ground. Close by is the Gddea 
Gate, in the Temi^ wall — a gate that was an 
elegant piece of sculpture in the time of the Temple, 
and is even so yet. Prom it, in ancient times, the 
Jewish High Priest turned loose the scapegoat and 
let him flee to the wilderness and bear away his 
twelvemonth load of the sins of the people. If 
they were to turn one loose now, he would not get 
as far as the Garden of Gethsemane, till these miser- 
aUe vagabcmds here would gobble him up,^ sins and 
all. They wouldn't care. Mutton-chops and sin is 
good enough living for them. The Moslems watch 
the Golden Gate with a jealous eye, and an anxious 
one, for they have an honored tradition that wiien 
it falls, Islamism will fall, and with it the Ottoman 
Empire. It did not grieve me any to notice that the 
old gate was getting a little shaky. 

We are at home again. We are exhausted. The 
sun has roasted us, almost. 

We have full comfort in one reflection, however. 
Our experiences in Europe have taught us that in 
time this fatigue will be forgotten; the heat will be 
forgotten; the thirst, the tiresome vdubility of the 
guide, the persecutions of the beggars — and then* 
all that will be left will be pleasant memories of 
Jerusalem, memories we shall call up with always in- 
creasing interest as the years go by, memories which 
some day will become all beautiful when the last 
annoyance that encumbers them shall have faded out 
of our minds never again to return. School-boy days 
are no happier than the days of after life, but we look 
1 Favorite pilgrim expression. 
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back upon them regretfully because we have for- 
gotten our pumshments at school, and how we 
grieved when our marbles were lost and our kites 
destroyed — because we have forgotten all the sorrows 
and privations of that canonized epodi and remem- 
ber only its orchard xobberies, its wooden -sword 
I>ag^ants, and its fishing holidays. We are satisfied. 
We can wait. Our reward will come. To us, Jerusa- 
lem and to-day's ezpertenoes will be an enchanted 
memory a year henoe—a memory wfakh money 
ooidd not biQr from us. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

WE cast up the aoootmt. It footed up pretty 
fairly. There was nothing nxxre at Jerusa- 
lem to be seen, except the traditional houses of Dives 
&nd Lazarus of the parable, the Tombs of the Kings, 
and those of the Judges; the spot where they stoned 
one of the disciples to death, and beheaded another; 
the room and the table made celebrated by the Last 
Supper; the fig tree that Jesus withered; a number 
of historical places about Gethsemane and the Mount 
of Olives, and fifteen or twenty others in different 
portions of the city itself. 

We were approaching the end. Human nature 
asserted itself, now. Overwork and consequent ex- 
haustion began to have their natural effect. They 
began to master the energies and dull the ardor of 
the party. Perfectly secure now against failing to 
accomplish any detail of the pilgrimage, they felt 
like drawing in advance upon the holiday soon to 
be placed to their credit. They grew a little lazy. 
They were late to breakfast and sat long at dinner. 
Thirty or forty pilgrims had arrived frcnn the ship, 
by the short routes, and much swapping of gossip 
had to be indulged in. And in hot aftemoons, they 
showed a strong disposition to lie on the cool divans 
in the hotel and smoke and talk about pleasant 
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ezperienoes of a month or so gone by — ^f or even thtts 
early do episodes of travel which were sometimes 
annoying, sometimes exasperating, and full as often 
of no c(msequence at all when they transpired, b^;in 
to rise above the dead level of monotonous remin- 
iscences and become shapdy landmarks in one's 
memory. The fog-whistle, smothered among a 
million of trifling sounds, is not noticed a block 
away, in the dty, but the sailor hears it far at sea, 
^i^ther none of those thousands of trifling sounds 
can reach. When one is in Rome, all the domes are 
aUke; but vrben he has gone away twelve miles, the 
city fades utterly from sight and leaves St. Peer's 
swelling above the level plain like an andiored bal- 
kxm. When one is travefing in Europe, the daily 
incidents seem an aHke; but when he has placed them 
all two months and two thousand miles behind him, 
those that were worthy of being remembered are 
prominent, and those that were really insignificant 
have vanished. This disposition to smoke and idle 
and talk was not wdL It was plain that it must 
not be allowed to gain ground. A diversion must be 
tried, or demoralisation would ensue. The Jordan, 
Jeridio, and the Dead Sea were suggested. The 
remainder of Jerusalem must be left unvisited, for 
a little while. The journey was approved at once. 
New life stirred in every pulse. In the saddle — 
abroad on the plains — deeping in beds bounded 
only by the horizon: fancy was at work with these 
things in a moment. It was painful to note how 
readily these town-fared men had taken to the fiee 
life of the camp and the desert. The nomadic 
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tfistmct is a human instiiict; it was bom with Adam 
and tranmatted through the patriardis, aad after 
thirty oenturies of steady efitort, dviUsation has not 
educated it entirely out of us yet. It has a charm 
wfaidi, once tasted, a man will yearn to taste again. 
The nomadic instinct cannot be educated out of an 
Indian at alL 

The Jordan journey being approved, our dragoman 
was notified. 

At nine in the morning the cannran was before the 
hotd doot and we were at bieakEast. There was 
a commoticMi about the place. Rumors of war and 
bloodshed were flying e v eryw h ere. The lawless 
Bedouins in the Valley of the Jordan and the deserts 
down by the Dead Sea weie up in arms, and were 
going to destroy all oomecs. Thqr had had a battle 
with a troop ci Tvakisli cavalry and defeated tbem; 
several men killed. They had shut txp the inhab- 
itants of a village and a Turkish garrison in an old 
fort near Jeridio, and were besieging them. They 
had marched upon a camp of our excursionists by 
the Jordan, and the pilgrims only saved their lives by 
stealing away and flying to Jerusalem under vAnp 
and spur in the darkness of the nig^t. Another of 
otu* parties had been fired on from an ambush and 
then attacked in the open day. Shots were fired on 
both sides. Fortunately, there was no bloodshed. 
We spoke with the very pilgrim who had fired one of 
the shots, and learned from his own lips how, in this 
imminent deadly peril, only the cool cottage of the 
pilgrims, their strength of numbers and imposing 
diqday of war material, had saved them from utter 
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destructiQa. It was reported that the Coii^ had 
requested that no more of our pilgrims should go to 
the Jordan while this state of things lasted; and 
f urther» that he was unwilling that any more should 
go, at least without an unusually strong military 
guard. Here was trouble. But with the hcxses at 
the door and everybody aware of what they were 
there for, what would you have done? Acknowl- 
edged that you were afraid, and backed shamefully 
out? Hardly. It would not be human nature, 
where there were so many women. You would 
have done as we did: said you were not afraid of 
a million Bedouins — and made yovac will and pro- 
posed quietly to yourself to take up an unostenta- 
tious position in the rear of the procession. 

I think we must all have detenmned upon the 
same Une of tactics, for it did seem as if we never 
would get to Jericho. I had a notwiously slow 
horse, but somehow I could not ke^ him in the rear, 
to save my nedc. He was forever turning up in the 
lead. In such cases I trembled a little, and got down 
to fix my saddle. But it was not of any use. The 
others aU got down to fix their saddles, too. I never 
saw such a time with saddles. It was the first time 
any of them had got out of order in three weeks, 
and now they had all broken down at once. I tried 
walking, for exercise — ^I had not had enough in 
Jerusalem searching for holy places. But it was a 
failure. The whole mob were suffering for exercise, 
and it was not fifteen minutes till they were all on 
foot and I had the lead again. It was very dis- 
couraging. 
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This was aU after we got beyond Bethany. We 
stopped at the village of Bethany, an hour out from 
Jerusalem. They showed us the tomb of Lazarus. 
I had rather live in it than in any house in the town. 
And they showed us also a large "'Fountain of 
Lazarus/' and in the oenter of the village the ancient 
dwelling of Lazarus. Lazarus appears to have been 
a man of property. The legends of the Sunday* 
schools do him great injustice; they give one the 
impression that he was poor. It is because they get 
him confused with that Lazarus who had no merit 
but his virtue, and virtue never has been as respect* 
able as money. The house of Lazarus is a three- 
story edifice, of stone masonry, but the accumulated 
rubbish of ages has buried aU of it but the upper 
story. We took candles and descended to the 
dismal cell-like chambers where Jesus sat at meat 
with Martha and Mary, and conversed with them 
about their brother. We could not but look upon 
these old dingy apartments with a more than com^* 
mon interest. 

We had had a glimpse, from a mountain-top, of 
the Dead Sea, lying like a blue shield in the plain of 
the Jordan, and now we were marching down a dose, 
flaming, rugged, desolate defile, where no living 
creature could enjoy life, except, perhaps, a sal- 
amander. It was such a dreary, repulsive, horrible 
solitudel It was the ''wilderness" where John 
preached, with camel's hair about his loins — rai- 
ment enough — but he never could have got his 
locusts and wild honey here. We were moping 
along down throtigh this dreadful place, every man 
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in the rear. Our guards — ^two gorgeous young 
Arab sheiks, with cargoes of swords, guns, pistols, 
and daggers on board — ^were loafing ahead. 

"Bedouinsr 

Every man shrunk up and disappeared in his 
dothes like a mud-turtle. My first impulse was to 
dash forward and destroy the Bedouins. My second 
was to dash to the rear to see if there were any com- 
ing in that direction. I acted on the latter impulse. 
So did all the others. If any Bedouins had ap- 
proached us, then, from that point of the compass, 
they would have paid dearly for their rashness. We 
all remarked that afterward. There would have 
been scenes of riot and bloodshed there that no pen 
could describe. I know that, because each man told 
what he would have done, individually; and such a 
medley of strange and imheard-of inventions of 
crudty you could not conceive of. One man said 
he had calmly made up his mind to perish where he 
stood, if need be, but never yield an inch; he was 
going to wait, with deadly patience, till he could 
count the stripes upon the first Bedouin's jacket, and 
then count them and let him have it. Another was 
going to sit still till the first lance reached within an 
inch of his breast, and then dodge it and seize it. I 
forbear to tell what he was going to do to that 
Bedouin that owned it. It makes my blood run 
cold to think of it. Another was going to scalp such 
Bedouins as fell to his share, and take his bald- 
headed sons of the desert home with him alive for 
trophies. But the wild-eyed pilgrim rhapsodist was 
silent. His orbs gleamed with a deadly light, but 
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his Ups moved tiot. Anxiety grew, and he waa 
questioned. If he had got a Bedouin, what would 
he have done with him — shot him? He smiled & 
smile of grim contempt and shook his head. Would 
he have stabbed him? Another shake. Would he 
have quartered him — ^flayed him? More shakes. 
Giil horror, what would he have done? 

"Eat him!" 

Such was the awful sentence that thundered from 
his lips. What was granmiar to a desperado like 
that? I was glad in my heart that I had been spared 
these scenes of malignant carnage* No Bedouins 
attacked our terrible rear. And none attacked the 
front. The new-comers were only a reinforcement 
of cadaverous Arabs, in shirts and bare legs, sent 
far ahead of us to t^iandish rusty guns, and shout 
and brag, and carry on like lunatics, and thus scare 
away all bands of marauding Bedouins that migfit 
lurk about our path. What a shame it is that armed 
white Christians must travel under guard of vermin 
like this as a protection against the i»x>wling vaga- 
bonds of the desert — ^those sanguinary outlaws who 
are always going to do something desperate, but 
never do it. I may as weU mention here that on our 
whole trip we saw no Bedouins, and had no more 
use for an Arab guard than we could have had for 
patent-leather boots and white kid gloves. The 
Bedouins that attacked the other parties of pilgrims 
so fiercdy were provided for the occasion by the 
Arab guides of those i)arties, and shipped from 
Jerusalem for temporary service as Bedouins. They 
met together in full view of the pHgrims, after the 
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battle, and took hnidi, divided the backsheesh ex- 
torted in the aeason of danger, and then accompanied 
tiie cavalcade home to the city! The nuisance of an 
Arab guard is one which is created by the Sheiks 
and the Bedouins together, for mutual pccAt, it is 
said, and no doubt there is a good deal of truth in it. 

We visited the fountain the profit EUsha sweet- 
ened (it is sweet yet); where he remained some time 
and Was fed by the ravens. 

Ancient Jeridk) is not very picturesque as a ruin. 
When Joslma mardied around it seven times, some 
Hxree thousand years i^, and blew it down with his 
trumpet, he did the woric so well and so completdy 
that he hardly left tocfo^ of the dty to cast a 
shadow. The curse pronounced against the rebuild- 
is% of it has never been removed, (tee king, hold- 
ing the curse in lis^t estimation, made the attempt, 
but was stricken sordy for his presumption. Its 
site will always remain unoccupied; and yet it is 
one of the very best locations ior a town we have 
seen in all Palestine. 

At two in the morning they routed us out of bed 
— another piece of unwarranted cruelty, another 
stupid effort of our dragoman to get ahead of a 
rival. It was not two hours to the Jordan. How- 
ever, we were dressed and under way before any one 
thought of looldng to see vthsA time it was, and so 
we drowsed on througjb the chin night air and 
dreamed of camp-fires, warm beds, and other com- 
fortable things. 

There was no oonversaticMi. Peoide do not talk 
when they are cdd, and wretched, and sleepy. We 
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nodded in the saddle, at times, and woke tq> with a 
start to find that the procession had disappeared in 
the s^oom. Then there was energy and attention to 
business until its dusky outlines came in sight again. 
Occasionally the order was passed in a low voice 
down the Une: "Qose up — ckyse up! Bedouins 
lurk here, everjr^erer* What an exquisite shud- 
der it sent shivering along one's spine! 

We reached the famous river before four o'dodc, 
and the nis^t was so black that we could have ridden 
into it without seeing it. Some of us were in an 
unhappy frame of mind. We waited and waited for 
daylight, but it did not come. Finally we went 
away in the dark and slept an hour on the ground, 
in tiie bushes, and caught cold. It was a costly 
nap, on that accotmt, but otherwise it was a pajong 
investment because it brought unconsciousness of 
the dreary minutes and put us in a somewhat fitter 
mood for a first glimpse of the sacred river. 

With the first suspicion of dawn, every pilgrim took 
off his dothes and waded into the dark torrent, sing- 
ing: 

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand. 

And cast a wistful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy land. 
Where my possessions lie. 

But they did not sing long. The water was so 
f earf tilly cold that they were obliged to stop singing 
and scamper out again. Then they stood on the 
bank shivering, and so chagrined and so grieved, 
that they merited honest compassion. Because 
another dream, another daerished hope^ had failed. 
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They had prooiised themadves all along that tiicy 
would cross the Jordan where the Isradites croflsed 
it wh^i they entered Canaan from their long pil- 
grimage in tiie desert. They would cross where the 
twdve stones w&ce placed in memory of that grestt 
event. While they did it they would {acture to 
themselves that vast army of pilgrims marching 
through the doven waters, bearing the hallowed ark 
of the covenant and shouting hosaimahs, and singing 
aongs of thanksgiving and praise. Eadi had pcom- 
ised himsdf that he would be the first to cross. 
They were at the goal of their hopes at last, but the 
current was too swift, the water was too coldl 

It was then that Jack did them a service. With 
that engaging recklessness of consequences which is 
natural to youth, and so proper and so seemly, as 
wdl, he went and led the way across the Jordan, and 
all was happiness again. Every individual waded 
over, then, and stood upon the further bank. The 
water was not quite breast-deep, anywhere. If it 
had been more, we could hardly have accomplished 
the feat, for the strong current would have swept us 
down the stream, and we would have been exhausted 
and drowned bef oce readiing a place where we could 
make a landing. The main object compassed, the 
drooping, miserable party sat down to wait for the 
sun again, for all wanted to see the water as well as 
fed it. But it was too cold a pastime. Scmie cans 
were filled from the holy river, some canes cut from 
its banks, and then we mounted and rode rductantly 
away to keep from freezing to death. So we saw 
the Jordan very dimly. The thidcets of bushes that 
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botfde ff id its batiks thmw thdr shadows across its 
shallow, tuibuknt waters C'stormy/* the hymn 
makes ihem, which is rather a oranplimentary stretch 
of fancy), and we could not judge of the width of 
the stream by the eye. We knew by our wading 
experience, however, that many streets in Amerka 
are double as wide as the Jordan. 

Daylight came, soon after we got undar way, and 
in the course of an hour or two we reached the 
DeadSea. Nothing grows in the flat, burning desert 
around it but weeds and the Dead Sea apple the 
poets say is beautiful to the eye, but crumbles to 
ashes and dust when you br^tk it. Such as we 
found were not handsome, but they were bitter to 
the taste. They yielded no dust It was because 
they were not ripe, perhaps. 

The desert and the barren hills g^eam painfully in 
the sun, around the Dead Sea, and there is no 
pleasant thing or living creature upon it or about its 
borders to cheer the eye. It is a scorching, arid, 
repulsive solitude. A silence broods over the scene 
that is depressing to the spirits. It makes one think 
of funerals and death. 

The Dead Sea is small. Its waters are very dear, 
and it has a pebbly bottom and is shallow for some 
distance out from the shores. It yields quantities 
ofasphaltum; fragments of it lie all about its banks; 
this stuff gives the place something of an unpleasant 
smdL 

All our reading had taught us to expect that the 
first plunge into the Dead Sea would be attended 
with distressfaig results— our bodies would feel as if 
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ihey were sttddficily pierced by millions of ted-hot 
needles; the dreadftil smarting would continue for 
hours; we mis^t even look to be blistered from head 
to foot, and suffer miserably for many days. We 
Were disappointed. Our eight sprang in at the same 
time that another party of pilgrims did, and nobody 
screamed once. None of them ever did complain 
kA anything more than a slight pricking sensation in 
places where their skin was abraded, and then only 
for a short time. My face smarted f<M: a couple of 
hours, but it was partly because I got it badly sun- 
burned while I was bathing, and stayed in so long 
that it became plastered over with salt. 

No, the water did not blister us; it did not cover 
us with a slimy ooze and confer upon us an atrocious 
fragrance; it was not very slimy; and I could not 
discover that we smelt really any worse than we 
have always smelt since we have been in Palestine. 
It was only a different kind of smell, but not con- 
spicuous on that account, because we have a great 
deal of variety in that respect. We didn't smell, 
there on the Jordan, the same as we do in Jerusa- 
lem; and we don't smell in Jerusalem just as we did 
in Nazareth, or Tiberias, or Cesarea Philippi, or any 
of those other ruinous ancient towns in Galilee. 
No, we change all the time, and generally for the 
worse. We do our own washing. 

It was a funny bath. We could not sink. One 
could stretch himself at full length on his back, with 
his arms on his breast, and all of his body above a 
Hne drawn from the comer of his jaw past the middle 
of his ^e, the middle of his leg and through his 
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ankle-bone, would remain out oi water. He could 
Uf t his head dear out if he chose. No position 
can be retained long; you lose your balance and 
whirl over, first on your back and then on your 
face, and so on. You can Ue comfortably, on your 
back, with your head out, and yotir legs out from 
your knees down, by steadying yourself with your 
hands. You can sit, with your knees drawn up to 
your chin and your arms clasped around them, but 
you are bound to turn over presently, because you 
are top-heavy in that position. You can stand up 
straight in water that is over your head, and from 
the middle of your breast upward you will not be 
wet. But you cannot remain so. The water will 
soon float your feet to the surface. You cannot 
swim on your back and make any progress of any 
consequence, because your feet stick away above 
the surface, and there is nothing to propel yoursdf 
with but your heels. K you swim on your face, 
you kick up the water like a stem-wheel boat. You 
make no headway. A horse is so top-heavy that he 
can neither swim nor stand up in the Dead Sea. He 
turns over on his side at once. Some of us bathed 
for more than an hour, and then came out coated 
with salt till we ^one like icicles. We scrubbed it 
off with a coarse towel and rode off with a splendid 
brand-new smell, though it was one which was not 
any more disagreeable than those we have been for 
several weeks enjoying. It was the vari^^ted vil- 
lainy and novelty of it that charmed us. Salt crystals 
glitter in the stm about the shores of the lake. In 
places they coat the ground like a brilliant crust of ice. 
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When I was a boy I somehow got the impressiQii 
that the river Jc^rdan was four thousand miles long 
and thirty-five miles wide. It is only ninety miles 
kmg, and so crooked that a man does not know 
which side of it he is on half the time. In going 
ninety miles it does not get over more than fifty 
miles of ground. It is not any wider than Broad- 
way in New York. There is the Sea of Galilee and 
this Dead Sea — neither of them twenty miles long 
or thirteen wide. And yet when I was in Sunday- 
adiool I thought they were sixty thousand miles in 
dkmeter. 

Travel and experience mar the grandest pictures 
and rob us of the most cherished traditions of our 
boyhood. Well, let them go. I have aheady seen 
the Empire of King Solomon diminish to the size of 
the State of Pennsylvania; I suppose I can bear the 
reduction of the seas and the river. 

We looked everywhere, as we passed along, but 
never saw grain or crystal of Lot's wife. It was a 
great disappointment. For many and many a year 
we had known her sad story, and taken that interest 
in her which misfortune always inspires. But she 
was gone. Her picturesque ^orm no longer looms 
above the desert of the Dead Sea to remind the 
tourist of the doom that fell upon the lost cities. 

I cannot describe the hideous afternoon's ride 
from the Dead Sea to Mars Saba. It oppresses me 
yet, to think of it. The sun so pelted us that the 
tears ran down our cheeks once or twice. The 
ghastly, treeless, grassless, breathless cafions smoth- 
ered us as if we had been in an oven. The sun had 
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positive we^tt to it, I think. Not a man cottld sit 
erect under it. All drooped low in the saddles. 
John preached in this ''Wilderness " ! It must have 
been exhausting work. What a very heaven the 
massy 'towers and ramparts of vast Mars Saba looked 
to us when we caught a first glimpse of them! 

We stayed at this great convent all night, guests 
of the hospitable priests. Mars Saba, perched upoa 
a crag, a human nest stuck hi^ up against a per- 
pendicular mountain wall, is a world oi grand 
masonry that rises, terrace tipon terrace, away above 
your head, like the terraced and retreating ccdonnades 
one sees in fanciful pictures of Belshazssar*s Peast 
and the palaces of the ancient Pharaohs. No other 
human dwdiling is near. It was founded many ages 
ago by a holy recluse who Uved at first in a cave in 
the rock — a cave which is inclosed in the convent 
walls now, and was reverently shown to us by the 
priests. This recluse, by his rigorous torturing ci 
his flesh, his diet of bread and water, his utter with- 
drawal from all society and from the vanities of the 
wcMrld, and his constant prayer and saintly contem- 
fdation of a skull, inspired an emulation that brotigfat 
about him many disciples. The precipice on the 
opposite side of the cafion is well perforated with 
the small holes they dug in the rock to live in. The 
present occupants of Mars Saba, about seventy in 
number, are all hermits. They wear a coarse robe, 
an ugly, brimless stove-pipe of a hat, and go with- 
out ^oes. They eat nothing whatever but bread 
and salt; they drink nothing but water. As long as 
they live they can never go outside the walls, or 
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look vpoa a woman^f or no wotnaH k permitted to 
eoter Mars Saba, upon any pretext whatsoerer. 

Some of those men have been shut up there for 
thirty years. In all that dreary time they have not 
heard the Uxi^ter of a diild or the Messed voice of 
a wcman; Oiey have seen no human tears, no 
human smiles; tbey have known no human joys, no 
ndiolesome human sorrows. In their hearts are no 
memori^ €i the past, in thdr brains no (beams of 
the future. AH that is lovable, beautiful, worthy, 
th^ have put far away from them; against all things 
that are i^easaat to look upon, and all sounds that 
are music to tibie ear, they have barred thdr massive 
doors and reared their ndentless walla ct stone for- 
ever. They have banished the tender grace of life 
and left coly the sapped and skinny modcery. 
Their lips are lips that never kiss and never sing; 
their hearts are hearts that never hate and never 
k>ve; their breasts are breasts that never swell with 
the sentiment, ''I have a country and a flag.*' 
They are dead men who walk. 

I aet down these first Uioughts because they are 
natural— not because they are just or because it is 
ri|^t to set them down. It is easy for bookmakers 
to say ''I tibottght so and so as I looked upon such 
and sudi a scene** — when the truth is, they thought 
all those fine things afterward. One*s first thought 
is not likely to be strictly accurate, yet it is no 
crime to think it and none to write it down, subject 
to modificaticMi by later experience. These hermits 
are dead men, in several respects, but not in all; 
and it is not proper that, thinking 31 of them at 
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first, I should go on doing so, or, speeldng 31 of 
them, I should reiterate the words and stick to them. 
No, they treated us too Idndly for that. There is 
fnmAtH"g human about them somewhere. Thqr 
knew we were foreigners and Protestants, and not 
likely to feel admiration or mudi friendliness toward 
them. But their large charity was above consider- 
ing sudi things. They simply saw in us men lAo 
were hungry, and thirsty, and tired, and that was 
sufficient. They opened their doors and gave us 
welcome. Hiey asked no questions, and they made 
no sdf-righteous display of their hospitality. They 
fished for no compliments. They moved quietly 
about, setting the table for us, making the beds, 
and bringing water to wash in, and paid no heed 
when we said it was wrong for them to do that when, 
we had men whose business it was to perform such 
c^Soes. We fared most comfortably, and sat late at 
dinner. We walked all over the buildix^ with the 
hermits afterward, and then sat on the lofty battle- 
ments and smoked while we enjoyed the cool air, the 
wild scenery, and the sunset. One or two chose 
cosy bedro(»ns to sleep in, but the nomadic instinct 
prompted the rest to sleep on the broad divan that 
extended around tibe great hall, because it seemed 
like sleeping out^-doors, and so was more dieery 
and inviting. It was a royal rest we had. 

When we got up to breakfast in the morning, we 
were new men. For all this hospitality no strict 
charge was made. We could give something if we 
chose; we need give nothing, if we were poor or if 
we were stingy. The pauper and the miser are as 
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free as uxy in the OathoUc convents of Palestine. I 
have been educated to enmity toward everything 
that is Cathcdic, and sometimes, in ccmsequence o£ 
this, I find it mudi easier to discover Catholic faults 
than Cathdic merits. But there is one thing I fed 
na dispoatlon to overiook, and no disposition to 
forget; and that is, the honest gratitude I and all 
pilgrims owe to the Convent Fathers in Palestine. 
Their doors are always open, and there is always a 
welcome for any worthy man who comes, whether 
he comes in rags or dad in purple. The Catholic 
convents are a pricdess blessing to the poor. A 
pilgrim without money, whether he be a Protestant 
or a Cathdic, can travd the length and breadth of 
Palestine, and in the midst of her desert wastes find 
wfadesome food and a dean bed every night, in 
these buildings. Pilgrims in better circumstances 
are often stricken down by the sun and the fevers of 
the country, and then their saving refuge is the con- 
vent. Without these hospitable retreats, travd in 
Palestine would be a pleasure whidi none but tiie 
strongest men could dare to undertake. Our party, 
pilgrims and aH, will always be ready and always 
willing to toudi glasses and drink health, prosperity, 
and long life to the Convent Fathers of Palestine. 
So, rested and refreshed, we fdl into line and 
filed away over the barren mountains of Judea, and 
along rodcy ridges and through sterile gorges, where 
eternal silence and solitude rdgned. Even tiie scat- 
tering groups of armed shepherds we met the after- 
noon before, tending their Aocks of long-haired 
goats, were wanting here. We saw but two living 
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creatures* They were gazdte of "'aoft^eyel" noto- 
riety. They kxdoed like very yousig kids» but they 
annihilated distance like an expiess-train. I have 
not se^i animah that moved f aster» unleas I might 
say it of the antelopes of our own gi:eat plains. 

At nine or ten in the momtng we reached the 
Plain of the Shepherds^ and stood in a walled gjBodea 
of olives where the shepherds were watching their 
flocks by night» eighteen ceatiuaes agp, when the 
multitudes of angels brought them the tidings that 
the Saviour was bom. A quarter of a mile away 
was Bethldiem of Judea, and the pilgrims took some 
of the stone wall smd hurried oo. 

The Plain of the Shepherds is a desert, paved 
witii loose stones, void of v^^tation, glaring in the 
fierce sun. Only the music of the angels it knew 
once could charm its shrubs and flowers to life again 
and restore its vanished beau^* No less potent 
enchantment could avail to work this miracle. 

In the hu8^ Church of the Nativity » in Bethlehem, 
built fifteen hundred years ago by the inveterate St* 
Helena, they todc us below-ground, and into a grot* 
to cut in the Uving rock. This was the '"mai^fer"* 
where Qvri^ was bonou A stiver star set in the 
floor bears a Latin inscription to that effect. It 
is poUshed with the kisses of n^any generations of 
worshiping pilgrims. The grotto was tricked out 
in the usual tasteless style observable in all the 
holy places ci Palestine. As in the QuiiGh of the 
Holy Sepulcher, envy and uncharitatdeoess were 
ai^iarent here. The priests and the members of the 
Greek and Latin churches caaaot come by the 
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same corridor to kneel in the sacred Urt]3|>lao6 
of the Redeemer, but are compiled to approach 
and retire by different avenues, lest they quarrel 
and fight on this lK>liest ground on earth. 

I have no ''meditations,'' suggested by this spot 
where the very first ''Merry Christmas!" was ut- 
tered in all the world, and from whence the friend 
of my duldhood, Santa Qaus, departed on his first 
journey to gladden and continue to gladd^i roaring 
firesi(ks on wintry mornings in many a distant land 
jEocever and forever, I touch, with reverent fing^, 
the actual q)ot when the infant Jesus lay, but I 
think — nothing. 

You canturt think in this place any more than you 
can in any other in Palestine that would be likely 
to inspire r^ection. Beggars, cripples, and monks 
compass you about, and make you think only cC 
budcaheesh when you would rather think of aome^ 
thing nK^re in kee|)ing with the character of the wpoL 

I was glad to get away, and glad whien we had 
walked through the grottoes where Eusebius wrote, 
and Jerome fasted, and JosefJi prepared for the 
fl^t into Egypt, and the dozen other distinguished 
grottoes, and knew we were done. The Qhurch ci 
the Nativity is almost as well packed with exceeding 
hdy places as the Church of the Holy Sepulcher it* 
sdf . They ev«i have in it a grotto wherein twenty 
thousand children were slaughtered by Herod vrbea 
he was seeking the life of the infant Saviour. 

We went to the Milk Grotto, of co urse a cavern 
where Mary hid herself for a while before the fli^t 
IntoEgypt. Its walls were blade before she entered, 
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but in sttdding the Child, a drop ci her milk fell 
ttpon the floor and instantly chaixged the darkness 
of the walls to its own snowy hue. We took many 
Uttle fragments of stone from here, because it is 
wdl known in all the East that a barren woman 
hath need only to touch her lips to one of these and 
her failing will ctepart from her. We took many 
specimans, to the end that we might confer happi- 
ness upon certain households that we wot of. 

We got away from Bethlehem and its troops of 
beggars and i^c-peddlers in the afternoon, and 
after spending some little time at Rachel's tomb, 
hurried to Jerusalem as fast as possible. I never 
was so glad to get home again before. I never have 
enjoyed rest as I have enjoyed it during these last 
few hours. The journey to the Dead Sea, the Jor- 
dan, and Bethldiem was short, but it was an ez- 
haustii^ one. Such roasting heat, such oppressive 
solitude, and such dismal desolation cannot surdy 
exist dsewhere on earth. And such fatigue! 

The commonest sagacity warns me that I ou|^t 
to tell the customary pleasant lie, and say I tore 
myself reluctantly away from every noted place in 
Palestine. Everybody tells that, but with as little 
ost»:itation as I may, I doubt the word of every he 
who tdls it. I could take a dreadful oath that I 
have never heard any one of our forty pilgrims say 
anything of the sort, and they are as worthy and as 
sincerely devout as any tbstt come here. Th^ 
will say it when they get home, fast enough, but 
why should they not? They do not wish to array 
themselves against all the Lamartines and Grimieses 
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in the world. It does not stand to reason that men 
are reluctant to leave places where the very life is 
almost badgered out of them by importunate swarms 
of beggars and peddlers who hauag in strings to 
one's sleeves and coat-tails and shriek and shout in 
his ears and horr ify his vision with the ghastly sores 
and malformations they exhibit. One is glad to get 
away. I have heard shameless people say they wete 
^ad to get away from Ladies' Festivals where they 
were importuned to buy by bevies of lovely young 
ladies. Transform those houris into dusky hi^ 
and ragged savages* and replace their rounded 
forms with shrunken and knotted distortions, their 
sc^ hands with scarred and hideous deformities, and 
the persuasive music of their vcnces witib the dis- 
cordant din of a hated language, and then see how 
niuic^ lingeriiig reluctance to leave could be mustered. 
No, it is the neat thing to say you were reluctant, 
and then append the profound thoughts that ''strug* 
gled for utterance" in your brain; but it is 'die true 
thing to say you were not reluctant, and found it 
impossible to think at all — though in good sooth 
it is not respectable to say it, and not poetical, 
either. 

We do not think, in the holy {daces; we think in 
bed, afterward, idien the glare, and the noise, and 
the confusion are gone, and in fancy we revisit 
alone the solemn monuments €i the past^ and 
summon the phantom pageants of an age that has 
passed away. 
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WB visited all the hoty places about Jerusalem 
which we had left unvisited when we jocu:- 
neyci to tibe Jordan, and then, about three o'dodc 
one afternoon, we fell into processton and marched 
out at Idle stately Damascus gate, and the walls of 
Jerusalem ^mt us out forever. We paused on the 
summit of a distant hill and took a final look and 
made a final farewell to the venerable city which had 
been such a good home to us. 

Fdr about four hours we traveled down-hill con- 
stantly. We followed a narrow bridle-path which 
traversed the beds of the mountain gorges, and 
when we could we got out of the ¥my of the long 
trains ct laden camels and asses, and when we could 
not we suffered the misery of being mashed up 
against perpendicular walls of rock and having our 
legs bruised by the passing freight. Jack was cau^^ 
two or three times, and Dan and Moult as <^ten. 
One horse had a heavy fall on the slippery rocks, 
and the others had narrow escapes. However, this 
was as good a road as we had found in Palestine, 
and possibly even the best, and so there was not 
much grumbling. 

Sometimes, in the glens, we came upon luxuriant 
orchards of figs, apricots, pomegranates, and such 
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thii^, but oftecer the scenery was ragged, moun- 
tatnous, verdtireleGB, and forbidding. Here and 
there, towers were perched high up on acclivities 
which seenied ahnost inaccessible. This fashion is 
as old as Palestine itself, and was adopted in ancient 
tinoies for security against enemies. 

We crossed the brook which furnished David the 
stone that killed Qcdiah, and, no doubt, we looked 
upon the very ground whereon that noted battle was 
fought. We passed by a picturesque old gotfaic 
ruin whose stone pavements had rung to the armed 
beds of many a valorous Ousader, and we rode 
tfarouj^ a pseoe of country which we were tdd once 
knew Samson as a citizen. 

We stayed all night with the good monks at the 
convent of Ramleh, and in the morning got up and 
gaOoped the horses a good part of the distance from 
there to Jafia, or Joppa^ ^ the plain was as level as 
a floor and free from atones, and besides this was 
our last march in Hoiiy Land* These two or three 
faottiB finished, we and the tired horses could have 
test and deep as long as we wanted it. This was the 
plain of which Joshua spoke when he said,'*Sun, 
stand thou still on Gibeon, and thou moon in the 
valtey of Ajalon." As t^ drew near to Jafia, the 
boys spurred up the horses and indulged in the excite- 
ment of an actual race — an experience we had hardly 
had since we raced on donkeys in the Azores islands. 

We came finally to tl^ noUe grove of orange 
trees in which the Oriental city of Jaffa lies buried; 
we passed through the walls, and rode again down 
narrow streets and among swarms of animated rags, 
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and saw other sights and had otlier experionoes we 
had long been f amiltar with* We dismounted, for 
the last time, and out in the offing, riding at anchor, 
we saw the ^p! I put an exdamation-point there 
because we Mt one when we saw the vesseL The 
long pilgrimage was ended, and somdiow we seemed 
to fed glad of it. 

[For description of Jafia, see Univer^ Gazet- 
teer.] Simon tibe Tanner formerly lived here. We 
went to his house. All the pflgrims visit Simon the 
Tanner's house. Peter saw the vision of the beasts 
let down in a sheet when he lay upon the roof of 
Simon the Tanner's house. It was from Ja£b that 
Jonah sailed when he was told to go and prophesy 
against Ninevdi, and, no doubt, it was not far from 
the town that the whale threw him up when he dis- 
covered that he had no ticket. Jonah was ^^ 
obedient, and of a faultfinding, complaining dispo- 
sitkm, and deserves to be fig^tly spoken of, almost 
The timbers used in the construction of Solomon's 
temple were floated to Jaflbt in rafts, and the narrow 
opening in the reef throt^ which they passed to 
the shore is not an inch wider or a shade less danger- 
ous to navigate than it was then. Sudi is the skepy 
nature of the population P^ilestine's only good sea- 
port has now and always had. Jafia has a histofy 
and a stirring one. It will not be discovered any- 
where in this book. If the reader will call at the 
circulating library and n^ntion my name, he will be 
fumidied with books i^ch will afford him the 
fullest information concerning JaGEa. 

So ends the pilgrimage. We oufl^t to be ^ad 
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tliat we did not make it for tlie purpoM of feasting 
oar eyes upon fascinating aspects of natme, for we 
shocdd have been disappointed — at least at this 
season of the year. A writer in Life m the Holy 
Land observes: 

Monotonous and uninviting as much of the Holy Land will 
appear to persons accustomed to the almost constant verdure 
of HoweiSy amf^ streams^ and vaned surface of our own countryi 
we most naaattet that its aqiect to the Imelites itfter the 
weary march of for^ years through the desert must have been 
very different. 

Whidi an of us vnll freely grant. But it truly is 
'"monotonous and umnvitii^/' and there is no suffi- 
cient reason for describing it as bemg otherwise. 

Of an the lands ttere are for dismal scenery, I 
think PEdesiine must be the jnince. The hiDs are 
barren, they are duU of color, they are unpicturesque 
in shape. The valleys are unsightly deserts fringed 
with a feeble vegetation that has an expression about 
it of being sorrowful and despondent. The Dead 
Sea and the Sea of Galilee deep in the midst of a 
vast stretch of hOl and plain wherein the eye rests 
upon no pteasant tint, no striking object, no soft 
picture dreaming in a purple haze or mottled with 
the shadows ci the clouds. Every outline is harsh, 
every feature is distinct, there is no perspective — 
distance vcrorks no enchantment here. It is a hope- 
less, dreary, heartbroken land. 

&naU dueds and patches of it must be very beau- 
tiful in the fuU flush of spring, however, and an the 
nK»e beautiful by contrast with the far-reaching 
desdattcm that surrounds them on every side. I 
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wovld fite modi to see the fringes a£ the Jordan in 
spnaagthmt and iShedmn, Eedmelon, Ajaloa, and 
the bordffs of GaUke— txit even then these spotM 
would seem mere toy fardenift set at wide intervals 
in the waste of a limitless desolation. 

Palestine ats in sackcloth and ashes. Over it 
broods the spell of a curse that has withered its fidds 
and fettered its energies. Where Sodom and Gomor- 
rah reared their domes and towers, that solemn sea 
now floods the plain, in whose bitter waters no 
Uving thing exists — over whose wavdess surface the 
blistering air hangs motionless and dead — about 
whose borders nothing grows but weeds, and scat- 
tering tufts of cane, and that treadierous fruit that 
promises refreshment to parching Ups, but turns to 
ashes at the touch. Nazareth is forlorn; about that 
ford of Jordan where the hosts of Israel entered the 
Promised Land with songs of rejoidsf, one finds 
only a squalid camp of fantastic Bedoams of the 
desert; Jeridio the accursed Ues a motdftring ruin 
to-day, even as Joshua's mirade l^t it more than 
three thousand years ago; Bethlehem and Bethaiqr* 
in tibeir poverty and their humiliation, have nothing 
about them now to remind one that they once knew 
the high honor of the Saviour's presence; the hal- 
lowed q)ot where the shepherds watched their flodcs 
by night, and where the ai^jels sang Peace on earth, 
good win to men, is untenanted by any living crea- 
ture, and unblessed by any feature that is pleasant 
totheeye. Renowned Jerusalem itsdf, the statdiest 
name in history, has lost all its ancient grandeur, 
and is become a pauper village; the ridies of Solo- 
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mon are no longer there to oompd the admiration 
of visiting Oriental queens; the wonderful temple 
irtuch was the pride and the glory of Israel is gpne, 
and the Ottoman crescent is lifted above the spot 
idiere, on that most memorable day in the annals of 
the world, they reared the Hdy Cross. The noted 
Sea of Galilee, where Roman fleets once rode at 
aticfaor and the disciples of the SaTionr sailed ki 
their ships, wias long ago deserted by the devotees 
of w«r and commerce, and its bocders are a silent 
wildemess; Capemaamisasluq)eles8ruin; Magdala 
38 Uk home of bq^ared Arabs; Betfasaida and 
Cbonmn have vuiished from the earth, and the 
"desert {daces'* round about tfaem where tiiousands 
of men once listened to the Saviour's voice and ate the 
tttracdloits bread sleep in the hush of a solitude Hmt 
m loliabited only by birds of prey and slrullring foxes. 

Pafertiiie is desolate and nnkrvely. And why 
shoold it be otherwise? Can tiie curse of the Deity 
beautify a land? 

Palestine is no more of this woric*day worid. It 
is aacred to poetry and tradition— it is dream-land 
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IT was worth a kingdom to be at sea again. It 
was a xdief to drop all anxiety whatso eve r a ll 
qnestioos as to where we should go; how loog we 
should stay; whether it were worth while to go or 
not; all anxieties about the condition of the horses; 
all sudi questions as ''Shall we ever get to water?*' 
''Shall we ofer lundi?" "Ferguson, how many 
more milhon miles have we got to creep under tbia 
awful sun before we camp?" It was a relief to casi 
all theie torturing Httle anxieties far away — ropes 
of steel they were, and every one with a separate 
and distinct strain on it-^-and fed the temponoy 
contentment that, is bom of the baniriiment of all 
care and reqxHiaibility. We did not lock at the 
compass; we did not care, now, where the ship 
went to, so that she went out of sight of land as 
quickly as possible. When I travel again, I wish to 
go in a pleasure ship. No amount of money could 
have ptux^hased for us, in a strange vessel and among 
unfamiliar faces, the perfect satisfaction and the 
sense of being at home again which we experienced 
when we stepped on board the Quaker City, — cur 
own ship — after this wearisome pilgrimage. It is a 
something we have felt always when we returned to 
her, and a something we had no desire to sell. 
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We took off our blue woolen shirts, our spurs 
and heavy boots, our sanguinary revolvers and our 
bucksldn-seated pantaloons, and got shaved, and 
came out in Christian costume once more. An but 
Jack, idio changed all other articles of his dress, but 
dung to his traveUng-pantaloons. They still pre- 
served their ample buckskin seat intact; and so his 
flfaort pea-jacket and his long, thin legs assisted to 
make faim a picturesque object whenever he stood 
on the forecastle looking abroad upon the ocean 
over the bows. At sudi times his father's last 
injunction suggested itself to me. He said: 

''Jack, my boy, you are about to go an:Kmg a 
brBHant coixq)any of gentlemen and ladies, i^o are 
refined and cultivated, and thoroughly accomplished 
in the manners and customs of good society. Listen 
to their conversation, study then* habits <^ life, and 
team. Be polite and obliging to all, and considerate 
toward every one's opinions, failings, and preju- 
dices. Command the just respect of all your fellow- 
voyagers, even though you fail to win l^eir friendly 
regard. And Jack— don't you ever dare, while you 
five, appear in public on those decks in fair weather, 
in a costume unbecoming your mother's drawing- 
room!" 

It would have been worth any jnice if the father 
of this hopeful youth could have stepped on board 
some time, and seen him standing high on the fore- 
castle, pea-jacket, tasseled red fez, buckskin patch 
and all, — placidly contemplating the ocean — a rare 
spectacle for anybody's drawing-room. 

After a pleasant voyage and a good rest, we drew 
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near to Egypt, and oat of the mellowest of sunsets 
we saw the domes and minarets of Alexandria iiae 
into view. As soon as the anchor was down, Jack 
and I got a boat and went ashore. It was night hf 
this time, and the other passengers were content to 
remain at home and visit ancient Egypt after break- 
fast. It was the way they did at Constantinople. 
They todc a lively interest in new countries, but 
their scho<d-boy impatience had worn off, and they 
had learned that it was wisdom to take things easy 
and go along comfortably — ^these old countries do not 
go away in the night; tiiey stay till after breakfast. 

When we reached the pier we fbund an am^ of 
Egyptian boys with donkeys no largtr than them- 
selves, waiting for passengers— for donkeys are the 
omnibuses of Egypt. We preferred to walk, but 
we could not have our own way. Hie boys crowded 
about us, clamored around us, and slewed their 
donkeys exactly across our path, no matter lAkh 
way we turned. They were good-natured rascals, 
and so were the donkeys. We mounted, and the 
boys ran bdiind us and kept the donkejrs m a 
furious gallop, as is the fashion at Damascus. I 
believe I would rather ride a donkey than any beast 
in the world. He goes briskly, he puts on no airs^ 
he is docile, thou^ opinionated. Satan himself 
could not scare him, and he is convenient — very 
convenient. When you are tired riding you can 
rest your feet on the^ground and let him gallop from 
under you. 

We found the hotel and secured rooms, and were 
happy to know that the Prince of Wales had stopped 
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there oooe. They had it everjrwhoe on vgns. No 
other princes had sto{>ped there stnoe, till Jade and 
I came. We went abroad through the townt then, 
and foitnd it a dty of hugp commercial buildings^ 
of broad, hanrfanme stieets brilliant with gaslis^t. 
By night it was a sort of reminiscence of Paris. 
But finally Jack found an ice-cream salocaOt and that 
dosed iavestigatioos for tliat evening. The weather 
was very hot, it had been many a day since Jack 
had seen ice-cream, and so it was useless to talk of 
leaving the saloon till it shut up. 

In the morning the lost tribes of America came 
adiore and infested the hoteb and took possession 
of aU the donkeys and other open baroodies that 
ofiered. They went in picturesque ptooesstoa to 
the American Consul's; to the great gardens; to 
Gleopatm's Needles; to Pompey's FiHar; to the 
palace of the Viceroy of Egypt; to the Nile; to the 
superb grcwes of date-pafans. Obe of our most 
inveterete relic-hunters had his hammer with him, 
and tried to break a fragment off the vfpnf^ I^feedle 
and could not do it; he tried the prostmte one 
avid failed; he borrowed a heavy dedge-hgmmer 
from a mason and failed again. I^ tried Pompey's 
Pillar, and this baffled him. Scattered all about the 
mighty monolith were sphinxes of noble counte- 
nance, carved out of Bgyptian granite as hard as 
blue sted, and whose shapely features the wear of 
five tiiousand years had failed to mark or mar. The 
reHc-hunter battered at these persistentiy, and 
sweated profusely over his work. He might as well 
have attempted to d^ace the moon. Th^ regarded 
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faim serenely with the statdy smile they had worn 
so long, and which seemed to say, "P^ck away, 
poor insect; we were not made to fear sudi as you; 
in tenscore draggmg ages we have seen more of 
your kind than there are sands at your feet; have 
they left a blemish ttpon us?" 

But I am forgetting the Ja£b Cokniists. At JbSsl 
we had taken on board some forty meodbers of a 
very o^txrated community. They were male and 
female; babies, jomig hoys and young girls; young 
married people, and some who had pa^ed a shade 
beyond tiie prime of life. I refer, to the ''Adams 
Jafia Cohmy." Others had deserted before. We 
left in JaSsL Mr. Adams, his wife, and fifteen unfor- 
tunates who not only had no money but did not 
know idiere to turn or whither to go. Sudi was 
the statement made to us. Our forty were miserable 
enough in the first i^ace, and they lay about the 
deds seaside all the voyi^, which about oomfdeted 
their misery, I take it. However, oine or two yovrng 
men remained upright, and by constant persecution 
we wormed out of them some little inf ormatioa. 
They gave it rductantly and in a Very fragmentary 
condition, for, having been shamefully humbugged 
by their prophet, they felt humiliated and unhappy. 
In sudi circumstances people do not like to talk. 

The colony was a complete fiasco. I have already 
said tlmt such as could get away did so, firam time 
to time. The prophet Adams — once an actor, 
then several other things, afterward a Mormon and 
a missi(»iary, always an adventurer — remains at 
Jafia with his hanc^ul of sorrowful sut^jects. The 
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forty we fatoagbt away with vm were chiefly destitute, 
thooi^ not all of them. They wished to get to 
Bgypt. What might become of them then they did 
not know and probaUy did not care — an3rthing to 
get away from hated Jafia. They had Httle to hope 
for; because after many appeals to the sympathies 
d New England, made by strangers of Boston, 
through the newspapers, and after the establishment 
of an office there for the reception of moneyed con- 
tributions for the JbS& colonists, one dcdlar was 
subecribed. The consul-general for Egypt showed 
me the newspaper paragraph which mentioned the 
drcumstanoe, axnl mentioned also the discontinuance 
cf the eflknrt and the dosing of the o£Soe. It was 
evident that practical New England was not sorry to 
be rid of such visionaries and was not in the least 
indined to hire an3rbody to bring them back to her. 
Stin, to get to Egypt was something, in the eyes of 
the tmfortunate colonists, hopdess as the prospect 
seemed of ever getting further. 

Thus cir c um s tanced, they landed at Alexandria 
from our ship. One of our passengers, Mr. Moses 
S. Beach, of the New York Sun, inquired of the 
consul-general ^diat it would cost to send these 
peoi^e to their home in Maine by the way of liver- 
pool, and he said fifteen hundred dollars in gold would 
do it. Mr. Beach gave his dieck f (»r the money, and 
so the troubles of the Jafia cdonists were at an end.^ 

* It was an unselfish act of benevolence; it was done without any 
ostentation, and has never been mentioned in any newspaper, I 
think. Therefore it is refreshing to learn now, several months after 
the above narrative was written, that another man received all the 
credit of this rescue of the colonists. Such is hfe. 
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Alexandria was too madk like a Biir ope aa dtf to 
be noyel, and we soon tared of it. We took the cans 
and came up here to ancient Cairo^ which is an 
Oriental city and of the completest pattern. There 
is little about it to diRahnae one's mind of the error 
if he should take it into his head that he was in the 
heart of Arabia. Statdy camels and dromedaries, 
swarthy Egyptians, and likewise Turks and blade 
Ethiopians, tuibaned, sashed, and Uaatng in a rich 
variety of Oriental costumes of all shades of flasliy 
ccdofs, are what one sees on every hand crowding 
the narrow streets and the honeycombed bazais. 
We are stopping at Shepherd's Hotel, whicfa is tiie 
worst on earth except the one I stopped at once in 
a small town in the United States. It is {feasant to 
read this sketch in my note-book, now, and know 
that I can stand Sheii^erd's Hotel, sure, because I 
have been in one just like it in America and sur- 
vived: 

I stopped at the Beotoa House. It tssed to be a good hotel, 
bHt that proves nothinc— I tned to be a good bof , for that 
mattar. Both of us have lost character of late years. The 
Benton is not a good hotel. 

The Benton lacks a very great deal of being a good hotel. 
Pefdhion is full of better hotels thaa the Benton. 

It was late at night When I got theie^ and I told the deck 
I would like plenty of lights, because I wanted to read an hour 
or two. When I reached No. 15 with the porter (we came 
along a dim hall that was dad in ancient carpetfaig, laded, 
worn out in many places, and patdied with old scraps of oO- 
doth--a hall that sank under one's feet, and creaked dismally 
to every footstep) he struck a light— two inches of sallow, 
sorrowful, consumptive tallow candle, that burned blue, and 
sputtered, and got discouraged and went out. The porter Ut 
it again, and I asked if that was all the light the derk sent. 
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He said, ''CNi no, Fts gpt anoClier one here," and he pfoduoed 
another coi^)le of ifibhes of talkfir caadfe. I said, "Light them 
both— 111 have to have one to see the other by«" He did it, 
but the mult was drearier than darkness itself. He was a 
dieery, accoimnodating rascaL He said he woukl go ''some* 
wheres*' and steal a lanp. I abetted and enoociraged him in 
his criminal design. I heard the landlord get after him in the 
hall ten mintites afterward. 

"Where are yon going with that lanp?" 

"Fifteen wants h, sir." 

"FifiteenI wbj he's got a donUe lot of cand]e8--does the man 
want to illuminate the house?— does he want to get up a torch- 
h^ procession?— iHiat »f he up to, anyhow?" 

"He don't like them candles— says he wants a lamp." 

"Why, what in the nation doee-^hy I never heard of such 
a thing? What on earth can he want with that lanq)?" 

"Wdl, he only wants to readr-that's what he says." 

"Wants to read, does he?— ain't satisfied with a thousand 
candles, but has to have a lampi — ^I do wonder what the devil 
that fdkfw wants that lamp for? Take him another candle, 
and then if—" 

"But he wants the lanq>— says hell bum the dr-^ old house 
down if he don't get a lampi" [A remark which I never made.] 

"I'd like to see htm at it once. Well, you take it aknig— 
but I swear it beats my time, though— and see if you can't find 
out what in the very nation he wants with that lan^)." . 

And he went off growling to himself and still wondering and 
wondering over the unaccountable conduct of No. xs* Tti# 
lamp was a good one, but it revealed some disagreeable thiogs-r 
a bed in the suburbs of a desert of room--^ bed that had hills and 
valleys in it, and jrou'd have to accommodate your body to the 
im pressi o n left in it by the man that sl^ there last, bsfiore 
you could lie comfortaUy; a carpet that had seen better diys; 
a melancholy washstsnd in a remote comer, and a dejected 
pitcher on it sorrowing over a brdcen nose; a looking-glass 
split across the center, which chopped your head off at the chin 
and made you look like some dreadful unfinished monster or 
other; the pi^)er peding in shreds from the walls. 

I sighed and said: "This is charming; and now don't you think 
you could get me something to read?" 
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The porter said, ''Ot, certainly; the old man's got dead loads 
of books'' ; and he was gone before I cQiiM tdl him what sort of lit- 
erature I would rather have. And yet his countenance ejqnessed 
the utmost confidence in his ability to execute the commission 
with credit to himself. The old man made a descent on Mm, 

"What are you going to do with that pile of books?'' 

''Fifteen wants 'em, sir." 

"Fifteen, is it? Hell want a warming-pan, next— lieU want 
a nursel Take him everything there is in the house— take him 
the barkeeper— take him the baggage-wagon— take him the 
chambermaid! Confound me, I never saw anything like it. 
What did he say he wants with those books?" 

"Wants to read 'em, like enough; it ain't likely he wants 
to eat 'em, I don't reckon." 

"Wants to read 'em— wants to read 'em this time of night, 
the infernal lunatic! Well he can't have them." 

"But he says he's morly bound to have 'em: he says hell 
just go a-rairin' and a-chargin' through this house and raise 
mor e w el l, there's no tellin' what he won't do if he don't get 
'em ; because he's drunk and crasy and deepen^, and nothing 11 
soothe him down but them cussed books." [I had not made any 
threats and was not in the condition ascribed to me by the porter.] 

"Wen, go on; but I will be around when he goes to rairing 
and charging, and the first rair he makes 111 make him rair 
out of the window." And then the old geatieman went off 
growling as bef ote. 

The genius of that porter was something wonderful. He 
put an armful of books on the bed and said "Good ni^^t" 
as confidently as if he knew perfectly well that those books 
were exactly my style of reading-matter. And well he mi^t. 
His selection covered the whole range of legitimate literature. 
It comprised The Great ConsummaUoHy by Rev. Dr. Cummings 
— thecdogy; Emsed Statutes of the State of Missouri— \&w; The 
CompleU Horse-Doctor— m&^dne; The Toilers of the Sea^ by 
'^^ctor Hugo — romance; the woxks of William Shakespeare — 
poetry. I shall never cease to admire the tact and the intel- 
Hgenoe of that gifted porter. 

But all the donkeys in Christendom, and most of 
the Egyptian boys, I think, are at the door, and 
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there is some noise going on, not to put it in s tronger 
language. We are about starting to the illustrious 
Pyramids of Egypt, and the donkeys for the voyage 
are under inspection. I will go and select one before 
the choice animals are all taken. 
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THB donkeys were all good, all handsome, all 
stnmg and in good condition, all fast aiKl all 
wilUng to prove it. They ifere the best we had 
fotmd anyidiere, and the most r^cherdii. I do not 
know what recherchi is, but that is what tl^se 
donkeys were, anyhow. Some were of a scit mouse- 
color, and the others were white, black, and vaii- 
cokxred. Some were dose-shaven, all over, excqit 
that a tuft like a paint-brush was left on the end of 
the taiL Others were so shaven in fencif ul land- 
scape-garden pattons, as to mark their bodies with 
curving lines, which were bounded on one side by 
hair and on the other by the dose plush left by tJ^ 
shears. They had all been newly barbered, and 
were exceedini^ stylish. Several of the white ones 
were barred like sebras with rainbow stripes of Mue 
and red and ydlow paint. These were indescrtbaUy 
gorgeous. Dan and Jade sdected firam this lot be- 
cause they brought back Italian reminiscenoes of the 
''dd masters." The saddles were the his^ stuffy, 
frog-shaped things we had known in Ephesus and 
Smsrma. The donkey -boys were Kvdy young 
Egyptian rascals who could f dkw a donkey and 
keq> him in a canter half a day without tiring. We 
had pknty of spectators when we mounted, for the 
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hcytd ivas Ml of BogliBb people bound overiond to 
Iiidki afui offioefs getting mAy lor the Africui 
campaign against the Abysaimaii King Tbaodoras. 
W€ wef^ not a vefy lafge ptftjr, bvt as wt cliafged 
ihroi^^ the streets of ^be great metropolis, we made 
noise for five hundted, and di^jlayed actiyity and 
created exdtem^it in proportion. Nobody can rteer 
a donkey, and scHne ooIHded with camels, dervidies, 
eSenA, asses, beggars, and everything etae that 
offered to the dooiksys a reasonable dianoe for a 
cdKskxL When we tttmed into the broad avenws 
«hat leads oat of tfie city toward Old Cairo, tliem 
was plenty of room. The walls of statdy date* 
palms tliat fenced the gArdns and bordered the 
way, threw tiieir ^adows down and made the air 
coed and bradng. We rose to the spirit of the time 
and the face became a w3d rout, a stampede, a 
t eiiM i c panic. I wish to live to enjoy it again. 

Somewhere along this route we Imd a few startfing 
exhibitions of Oriental sfanpUctty. A giri apparently 
1J)frteen years of age came along the geeat thoro ui ^ 
fare dressed like Eve before the faH. We would 
have called her thirteen at home; but here girls who 
look tlihrteen are often not mote than nine, in 
reality. 

OecarionaUy vfe saw stark-naked men of superb 
buSd, bathing, and making no attempt at conceal- 
ment. However, an hour's acquaintance with this 
cheerfnl custom reconciled the ptlgrims to it, and 
then it ceased to occasion remark. Thus easfly do 
even the most starting novdtks grow tame and 
qxritksB to these sight-surfeited wanderers. 
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Arrived at (Hd Cairo^ the camp-fi^avmv took u^ 
Uiie dookeyB and ttifnUed them bocyiy abc^^ 
bottt widi a kteen sail* and we followed and got 
under way. The dedk was doaely packed with 
doQke]rs aad men; the two sailors had to climb over 
and tinder and throuf^ the wedged mass to work the 
sails, and the steersman had to crowd four or five 
donkeys out of the way wh^i he wished to swing his 
tiller and put his hdm hard down. But what weie 
theirtiouUestous? We had nothing to do; nothing 
to do bttt enjoy the trip; nothing to do but shove 
the donkeys <^ our corns and look at the charmixqf 
scenery of the Nile. 

On the island at our right was the machine thi^ 
call the Nilometer, a stone column whose business it 
is to mark the rise of the river and {Mx^phesy whether 
it will reach only thirty-two feet and produce a 
f amine, or whether it will properly flood the land at 
forty and produce plenty, or whether it will rise to 
f orly-4hree and bring death and destruction to flocks 
and crops— but how it does all this they could not 
explain to us so that we could understand. On the 
same island is still shown the spot where Pharaoh's 
daughter found Moses in the bulrushes. Near the 
spot we sailed from, the Holy Family dwelt when 
they sojourned in Bgypt tiU Herod slKiuld con^dete 
his slaughter of the innooents. The same tree they 
rested under when they first arrived was there a 
short fdme ago, but the Viceroy of Egypt sent it to 
the Emi>ress Eugtoie latdy. He was just in time, 
otherwise our pilgrims would have had it. 

The Nile at this point is muddy, swift, and turUd, 
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aad does not lack a gnat deal of being as wide as tlia 
Miseiasii^tt. 

We acramUed up the steep bank at the shabby 
town of GhiEeh, mounted the donke]^ again, and 
scampered away. For four or five miles the route 
lay along a hif^ embankment which they say is to 
be the bed of a railway the Sultan means to build for 
no other reason than that when the Empress of the 
Piendi comes to visit him she can go to the Pyra- 
mids in comfort. This is true Oriental hospitality. 
I am very 0aA it is our privilege to have donkeys 
instead of cars. 

At the distance of a few miles the Pyramids, rising 
above the palms, looked very clean-cut, very grand 
and inqxtting, and very soft and filmy, as wdL 
Tbey swam in a rich hi^ that took firom them all 
suggestions of unfading stone, and made them seem 
only the airy nothings of a dream — structures whidi 
mt^ Mossom into tiers of vague arches, or ornate 
colonnades, maybe, and change and change again 
into all graceful forms of architecture while we 
lodced, and then mdt ddidously away and blend 
with the tremulous atmosphere. 

At the end of the levee we left the muks and went 
in a sailboat across an arm of the Nile or an over^ 
flow, and landed where the sands of the Great Sahara 
left their embankment, as straight as a wall, along 
the verg^ of the alluvial idain of the river. A labo- 
rious walk in the flaming sun brought us to the foot 
of the great Pyramid of Cheops. It was a fairy 
vision no longer. It was a corrugated, unsightly 
mountain of stone. Each of its monstrous sides 
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was a wide fairway which rate upward, ct^ above 
step» narrowing as it went» till it tapered to a jXMnt 
far aloft in the air. Insect men and women — pil- 
grims from the Quaker City—mtre creeping about 
its dizsy perches, and one little black swarm were 
waving po6taee^tatiq)s from the airy smnmit — hand- 
kerchiefs will be tmderstood. 

Of course we were besi^^ed by a rabUe of muscu* 
lar Egyptians and Arabs who wanted the contract 
of drasapng v& to the t(^) — all tourists are. Of coarse 
you could not hear your own voice for the din that 
was around you. Of course the Sheiks said (ftey were 
the only responsible parties; that all contract s must 
be made with them, all moneys paid over to them, 
and none exacted from us by any but themsehres 
alone. Of course they contracted that the varlets 
who dragged us up should not mention budofaeesh 
once. For sudi is the usual routine. Of oourse 
we contracted with them, paid them, weie dehvered 
into the hands of the draggers, dragged vcp the 
Pyramtda, and harried and bedeviled for buck- 
aheeah fixxn the foundation dear to the summit. 
We paid it, too, for we were p u rpocdy quead very 
far apart over the vast side of the Pyramid. There 
was no help near if we called, and the Herculeses 
iAk) dragged us had a way of asking sweetly and 
flatterinc^y for bucJcsheesh, which was seductive, and 
of looking fierce and threatening to throw us down 
the predpice, whidi was persuasive and convincing. 

Each step being full as high as a dinner-table; 
thefe being very, very many of the steps; an Arab 
having hold of eadi of our arms and springing up- 
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waid from step to step and snatching tis with them, 
forcing us to Hft our feet as high as our breasts every 
time, •and do it rapidly and keep it up till we <were 
ready to faint, — ^who shall say it is not lively, exhila- 
rating, lacerating, musdeHstraining, bone-wrenching, 
and perfectly excruciating and exhausting pastime, 
dimbtng the Pyramids? I beseedied the varlets not 
to twist all my joints asunder; I iterated, reiterated, 
even swore to them that I did not wish to beat any- 
body to the top; did all I could to convince them 
that if I got there the last of all I would feel blessed 
above men and grateful to them forever; I begged 
them, prayed them, pleaded with them to let me 
stop and rest a moment — only one little moment: 
and they only answered with some more frightful 
springs, and an unenlisted volunteer behind opened 
a bombardment of determined boosts with his head 
which threatened to batter my whole pcditical econ- 
omy to wredc and ruin. 

Twice, for one minute, they let me rest while they 
extorted bucksheesh, and then continued their ma- 
niac flight up the Pyramid. They wished to beat 
the other parties. It was nothing to them that I, a 
stranger, must be sacrificed upon the altar of their 
unholy ambition. But in the midst of sorrow joy 
blooms. Even in this dark hour I had a sweet con- 
solation. For I knew that except these Mohamme- 
dans repented they would go straight to i)erdition 
someday. And rt^ never repent — they never forsake 
their paganism. This thought calmed me, cheered 
me, and I sank down, limp and exhausted, upon the 
summit, but happy, so happy and serene within. 
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On the one hand, a mighty sea of yellow sand 
sketched away toward the ends of the earth, scdeoin, 
dlent, sh<»i ci v^;etation, its solitude ttncheered by 
any forms of creature life; on the other, the Eden 
<^ Egypt was spread below us — a broad green floor, 
cloven by the sinuous river, dotted with villages, its 
vast distances measured and marked by the diminish- 
ing stature ol receding clusters oi palms. It lay 
asleep in an enchanted atmosphere. There was no 
sound, no motion. Above the date-fdumes in the 
middle distance, swelled a domed and pinnacled 
mass, glimmering through a tinted, exquisite mist; 
away toward tiie horizon a dozen shapely pyramids 
watched over ruined Memphis; and at our feet the 
bland impassible Sphinx looked out upon the picture 
from her throne in the sands as placidly and pen^ 
sively as she had looked upon its like full fifty 
lagging centuries ago. 

We suffered torture no pen can describe from the 
hungry appeals for bucksheesh that gleamed from 
Arab ^es and poured incessantly from Arab lips. 
Why try to call t^ the traditions of vanished 
Egyptian grandeur; why try to fancy Egypt follow- 
ing dead Rameses to his tomb in the Pyramid, or the 
long multitude ci Israel departing over the desert 
yonder? Why try to think at all? The thing was 
impossible. One mtist bring his meditations cut and 
dried, or dse cut and dry them afterward. 

The traditional Arab proposed, in the traditional 
way, to run down Cheops, cross the eighth of a mile 
ci sand intervening between it and the tall pyramid 
of Cephren, ascend to Cephren's summit and return 
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to us on the top of CSieopG — all in nine minutes by 
the watch, and the whole service to be rendered for 
a smgk dollar. In the first flush of irritation, I said 
let the Arab and his exploits go to the mischief. 
Bat stay. The upper third oi Cephren was coated 
with dressed marble, smooth as g^ass. A blessed 
thought entered my brain. He must infallibty break 
his nedc Qose the contract with despatch, I said, 
and let him go. He started. We watdied. He 
went bounding down the vast broadside, spring after 
qning. Mice an ibex. He grew small and smaller till 
he became a bobbing pygmy, away down toward the 
bottom— then disappeared. We turned and peered 
over the other side — ^forty seconds — eighty seconds 
— a handred— happiness, he is dead already? — ^two 
sunutee— and a quarter — "There he goes!" Too 
troe— 4t was too true. He was very smallt now. 
Gradually, but surely, he overcame the levd ground. 
He began to spring and cUmb again. Up, up, up 
— at last he r^u^ed the snK)Oth coating— now for 
it. But he dung to it with toes and fingers, like a 
fly. He crawled this way and that-— away to the 
fifl^, slanting upward — away to the kft, still slant- 
ing upward — and stood at last, a blade p^ on the 
summit, and waved his pygmy scarf! Then he crept 
downwaid to the raw steps again, then picked up his 
agile heds and flew. We lost him presently. But 
presently again we saw him under us, mounting with 
undiminidied energy. Shortly he bounded into our 
midst with a gallant war-whoop. Time, dg^t min- 
utes, forty-one seconds. He had won. His bones 
were intact. It was a failure. I reflected. I said 
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to myself, he is tired, and must grow diczy. 
risk another dollar on him. 

He started again. Made the trip again. Slipped 
on the smooth coating — ^I ahnost had him« But an 
infamous crevice saved him. He was with us oooe 
more — ^perfectly sound. Time, eight minutes, forty* 
six seconds. 

I said to Dan, "Lend me a ddlar — ^I can beat this 
game, yet." 

Worse and worse. He won again. Time, ti^at 
minutes, forty-eij^t seconds. I was out of all 
patience, now. I was despersLte. Money was nd 
longer of any consequence. I said, ''Sinah, I wiH 
give you a hundred d^lars to jump off this p y ramid 
head first. If you do not like the terms, naaie yoor 
bet. I scorn to stand on expenses now. I wiH stay 
rig^t here and rkk money on you as long as Daa 
has got a cent.'' 

I was in a fair way to win, now, for it was A daczUng 
opportunity for an Arab. Ife pondefed a mcimcnt, 
and would have done it, I think, but his mother 
arrived, then, and interfered. Her tears moved me 
— ^I never can lode upon the tears of woman with 
indifference — and I said I would give her a hundred 
to jump off, too. 

But it was a failure. The Arabs are too hig^ 
priced in Egypt. They put on airs uabecooBng to 
sudi savages. 

We descended, hot and out (tf humor. The 
dragoman lit candles, and we all entered a hob 
near the base of the pyramid, attended by a cracy 
i-abble of Arabs who thrust their servioes upon us 
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amvited. They chragged us ttp a long indiiied 
diute, and drifted candle-grease all over ub^ This 
diute was not mora tlum twice as wide and high as a 
&nttoga trunk, and was walled, roofed, and flocMBd 
with solid Mocks of Egyptian ^wilte as wide as a 
waxxbobe, twice as thidc, and three times as long. 
We kept on dimfait^, through the oppressive g^oom, 
till I thoui^t we oi:^t to be nearii^ the top of the 
pyramid again, and then came to the "'Queen's 
Chamber/' and shortly to the Chamber of the King. 
These large apartments were tombs. The walls were 
btdlt of monstrous masses ci smoothed granite, 
neatly joined together. Some ot them were nearly 
as lai^ square as an ordinary parlor. A great stone 
saorcoidiagtts like a bathtub stood in the center of the 
King's Chandber. Around it were gathered a pic- 
tufesqoe group of Arab savages and soiled and tat* 
tered pilgrims, who held their candtes aloft in the 
I^Dom while they chattered, and the winking bhirs of 
hf^ shed a d^ g^^^ down upon one of the irre* 
pressible memento-seekers who was peddng at the 
venerable saroofrfiagus with his sacrilegious hanmier. 
We Strugs^ out to the open air and the bright sun- 
shine, and lor the i^iace of thirty minutes received 
ragged Arabs by coufdes, dozens, and platoons, and 
paid them buckdieesh for services they swore and 
proved by each other that tbey had rendered, but 
which we had not been aware of before — and as 
tadi party was paid, they dropped into the rear 
ef the procession and in due time arrived again 
with a newly invented ddinquent Mst for liquidation. 
We lunched in the diade of the pyramid, and in 
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Urn midst o£ tbis ^ncroadMig and unwdcome 
pony, and then Dan lukl Jack and I started away for 
a walk. A howling swann of b^gpvs f dlowed us — 
surrounded us— almost headed us off . A sheik, in 
flowing white burnooee and gaudy headgear, was 
with them« He wanted more budcsheesh. But we 
had adopted a new eode-4t was millions for de- 
fense, but not a cent for bucksheesh* I asked him 
if he could persuade the others to depart if we paid 
him. He said yes— for ten francs. We accepted 
the. contract, and said — 
''Now persuade your vassals to fall back." 
He swung his kmg staff round his head and three 
Arabs bit the dust. He capered among the mob 
like a very maniac. His blows fell Uke hail, and 
wherever one fell a subject went down. We had to 
hurry to the rescue and tell him it was only necessaiy 
to damage them a little, he need not Idll than, hi 
two minutes we were alone with the sheik, and re- 
mained so. The persuasive powers of thifi illiterate 
savage were remarkaUe. 

. Bach side of the Pyramid of Cheops is about as 
long as the Capitol at Washington, or the Sultan's 
new palace on the Bosporus, and is longer than the 
greatest depth of St. Peter's at Rome— which is to 
say that each side ci Qieops extends seven hundred 
and some odd feet. It is about seventy-five feet 
higher than the cross on St. Peter's. The first time 
Z ever wrat down the Mississippi, I thought the 
highest bluff pn the river between St. Louis and New 
Orleans— it was near Sdma, Missouri— was prob- 
ably the highest mountain in the world. It is four 
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-kniMlBod sod thtrtdcn fioet hif^ It still kxitns ha 
my memory iriih undhniniBhed grandeor. I can 
stfll see the trees and bushes growing smaller and 
smaller as I followed them up its huge slant with my 
ejre, till they became a feathery fringe on the distant 
summit. This synmietrical Pyramid of Qieops — 
this solid mountam of stone reared by the patient 
hands of men— 4his mij^bty tomb (tf a f oi^jotten 
monarch — dwarfs my cberidied mountain. Fbr it 
is four hnxidred and tif^aby feet hi^ In still earlier 
years than thiose I have been recalling, Holliday's 
Hill, in our town, was to me the noUest work of 
God. It appeared to pietoe the skies. It was 
nearly three hmidred feet hig^ In those days I 
pondered the subject much, but I never could un« 
derstand wbgr it did not swathe its summit witb 
never-failing douds, and crown its majestic brow with 
everlastis^ snows. I had heard that such was the 
custom of great mountains in other parts dE the worid. 
I remembered how I worked with another boy, at 
odd afternoons stolen from study and paid for with 
stripes, to undermiiie and start from its bed an im* 
menae boulder that rested upon the edge of that hill- 
top; I femernbeted how, one Saturday afternoon, we 
g^ve three hours of honest effort to the tadc, and saw 
at la^ that our reward was at hand; I remembered 
how we sat down, then, and wiped the perspiration 
away, and waited to let a picnic party get out of the 
way in the toad below— and then we started the 
boulder. It was splendid. It went crashing down 
the hillside, tearing up saplings, mowing bushes 
down like grass, ripping and crushing aiul fgnashing 
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everything in its patb— etamattjr tpitiitered ; 
twed a woo(%)iie at the foot of the hill, aad tfaea 
wprang from the fatg^ bank ckar over a draj in the 
read — the xiegro gknoed tip oooe and doc^ted — 
and the oert second it made infinilwiin aj nrin c em eat 
of a frame cooper riiop, and tiie coopers s w aiaied 
out Uke bees. Then we said it ivas parfeotly mag- 
nificecit, and left. Because the coopcfs were start- 
ing up the hill to inqoire. 

Still, that mountain, ptndigioua as it was, was 
nothing to tte Pyramid of Qieops. I could conjure 
up no oomparison that would convey to my mind a 
satisfactory oonqirdienaiQn of the magnitaide of a 
pile of monstrous s to nes that oowced thirteen acres 
of ground and stretdied upwacd four hundred and 
eighty tiresome feet, and so I gave it up and walked 
down to the Sphinx. 

After years of watting, it was before me at last. 
The great face was so sad, so earnest, so longins, se 
patient. There was a dignity flot of earth in its 
mien, and in its countenanoe a benignity such as 
never anything human wore. It was stone, but it 
seemed sentient If ever image of stone thou^t, 
it was thinking. It was loidEhiK toward the verge of 
the landscape, ydt looking oi nothing—- nothing but 
distance and vacancy. It was kK)king over and be^ 
yond everything of the preseot, and f^ into the past. 
It was gasmg out over the ocean (tf T ime over 
lines of century-waves which, further and further 
receding, dosed nearer and nearer together, and 
Idended at last into one unbroken tide, away tbward 
the horiaon of remote antiquity. It was. thinking of 
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itad vmxs of departed ages; of the eoqnres it had 
aeen areated and destroyed; of the natkms whose 
Urth it had wttnessedt whose progress it had ^Nfttchedy 
whose aimihilatioa it had noted; of the joy and 
aorrow, the hfe and deaths the grandeur and deosy,. 
of fire thousand slow revolyiiig years. It was the 
type of an attribute of man — of a faculty of his 
heart and farain. It was Msi»>rt — ^Rbtrosfbc- 
ntm — wroui^t into visible^ tangible fomu All 
who know what patiios there is in memories of days 
that are aooomplidbed and faces that have vanished 
— albeit only a triflmg score of years gone by— will 
have some appreciation of the pathos that dwells in 
these grave eyes that look so steadfastly bade upon 
the things they knew before History was bom — b^ 
fate Tradition had being — things that were, and 
forxns that moved, in a vague era whidi even Poetry 
and Romance scarce know of— and passed one l^ 
one away and hft the stony dreamer solitary in the 
midst of a strange new age» and uncompreheoded 



The Sphinx is grand in its loneliness; it is impos? 
flhieinitsmagmtttde; it is impressive in the mystery 
that hangs over its story. And there is that in the 
overshadowing majesty of this eternal figure of stone# 
with its accusing memory of the deeds of all agesi 
which reveals to one something of what he diall fed 
when he shall stand at last in the awful presence of 
God. 

There are some things whidi, for the credit of 
America, should be left unsaid^ perhaps; bat these 
very things happen somethnes to be the very things 
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which, £or the real benefit ol Americans, oof^ to 
have prominent notice. While we stood looking, a 
wart, or an excrescence of some kind, appeared on 
the jaw <d the Sphinx. We heard the famiHar dink 
of a hanmier, and understood the case at once. One 
of our well-meaning reptiles — ^I mean rdic4iuntec8 
— had crawled up l^ere and was trjdng to break a 
''epedmeai'* from the face of this the most majestic 
creation the hand of man has wroui^t. But the great 
image contenqilated the dead ag^ as calmly as ever, 
tmconscious <rf the small insect that was fretting at its 
jaw. Egyptian gramte that has defied liie stocms 
and earthquakes (tf all time has nothing to fear from 
the tack^hammers of ignorant excursionists — hi^* 
waymen like this specimen. He &iiled in his enter* 
prise. We sent a sheik to arrest him if he had the 
authority, or to warn him, if be had not, that by the 
laws of Egypt the crime he was attempting to commit 
was punishable with imprisonment or the bastinado. 
Then he desisted and went away. 

The Sphinx: a hundred and twenty-five feet long, 
sixty feet high, and a hundred and two feet around 
tiie head, if I remember rightly-^-caived out of one 
solid block of stone harder than any iron. The 
block must have been as large as Hie Fifth Avenue 
Hotel before the usual waste (by the necessities of 
sculpture) of a fourth or a half ci the original mass 
was begun. I only set down these figures and these 
remarks to suggest the prodigious labor the carving 
of it so el^;antly, so symmetrically, so faultlessly, 
must have cost. This q)ecies of stone is so hard 
that figures cut in it remain sharp and unmarred 
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lifter Qxpostm to Hb^ weBtiwf for two or three thou« 
sand yeaas. Now did it take a htmdred years of 
patient toil to carve the Sphbox? It seems probable. 
Something interf eredt and we did not visit the 
Red Sea and walk upon the sands of Arabia. I 
shall not describe the great mosque of Mehemet AU, 
whose entire inner walls are built of polished and 
glistening alabaster; I diall not tell how the Uttle 
birds have built their nests in the globes ct the great 
chanddiers that hang in the mosque, and how they 
fill the whole {dace with their music and are not 
afraid of anybody because their audacity is par* 
doned, their ri|^ are respected, and nobody is 
aUowed to interfere with them, even though the 
moeqae be thus doomed to go unlighted; I certainly 
shall not tell the hadmeyed story of the massacre o£ 
the Mamelukes, because I am ^ad the lawless rascals 
were massacred, and I do not wish to get up i|ny 
sjnnpathy in their bdialf ; I AaH not tell how that 
one solitary Mameluke jumped his horse a hundred 
feet down from the battlemeafts of the citadel and 
escaped, because I do not think mudi of tiiat — ^I 
could have done it m3rBelf; I shall not tell of 
Joseph's well whi<di he dug in the solid ro(& of the 
dtadd hill and which is still as good as new, nor 
how the same mules he bou^^t to draw up the water 
(with an endless diain) are rtill at it jret and are 
getting tired of it, too; I diall not tdl about 
Joseph's granaries which he built to store the grain 
in, what time the Egyptian brokers were ''sdUng 
short," unwitting that there would be no com in aU 
the land when it should be time for them to ddiver; 
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I dull not tdl aeoytiiing about the strange, strange 
dty at Cairo, because it is only a repetition, a good 
deal intensified and ex ag gerated, of the Oriental 
cities I have already spoiken of; I shall not tdl of 
the Great Caravan vrUch leaves for Mecca every 
year, for I did not see it; nor ci the &shion liie 
people have of prostrating themsdves and so f orm- 
ing a long human pavement to be ridden over by 
Hne chief of the expedition on its return, to the end 
tfaat their salvation may be thus secured, for I did 
not see that eitiier; I shall not speak of the railway, 
for it is like any other railway! — ^I shall only say 
that the fud they use for the locomotive is com- 
posed of mummies three thousand years old, pur- 
ehased by the ton or by the graveyard for that pur- 
pose, and that sometimes one hears the pro£ane 
e ftgi n epir call out pettidily, ''I>--ti these pld>eiaas, 
ttKQT don*t bum worth a cent— iMss out a iQiq['';^ 
I AsA not tdl of the groups of mud cones stuck 
Eke w«8ps* nests upon a thousand mounds above 
k^-water mark the lei^th and breadth of Bgypt — 
villages of the lower dasses; I shall not speak of the 
boundless sweep of levd plain, green with luxuriant 
grain, that Maddens the eye as for as it can pierce 
tibroug^ the soft, ridi ataio^here of Bgypt; I shall 
not speak of the vision of the Pyramids seen at a 
distance of five and twenty miles, for the picture is 
too ethereal to be limned by an uninspired pen; I 
diaH not tell of the crowds of dusky women who 
flodced to the cars when they stopped a moment at 

1 stated to me for a fact. I only tell it as I got it. lamwUlixtg 
to b^eve it. I can believe anything. 
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a statkm, to sell us a drink of water or a niddy» 
jvicy pom^iranate; I shall not tell of the motley 
mtihittides and wild costumes that graced a fair we 
found in full blast at another barbarous staticm; I 
shall not tell how we feasted on fresh dates and en* 
joyed the pleasant landscape all through the flying 
jotmey; nor how we thundered into Alezandria, at 
lastt swarmed out of the cars, rowed aboard the 
ship, left a comrade behind (^^ was to return to 
Europe, tiienoe home), raised the anchor, and 
turned our bows homeward finally and forever from 
the long voyage; nor how, as the mdlow sun went 
down upon the oldest land on earth. Jade and l^foult 
assembled Sn solemn state in the smoking-room and 
mourned over the lost comrade the whole n^^ 
kmg, and wotdd not be comforted. I shall not 
speak a word of any of these things, or write a line. 
They shafl be as a sealed book. I do not know 
what a sealed bode is, because I never saw one, but 
a sealed book is the expression to use in this con* 
nection, because it is popular. 

We were glad to have seen the land whidi was 
ibt mother of dviliEation — which taught Greece her 
letters, and through Greece Rome, and through 
Rome the world; the land which could have human- 
ized and civilized the hapless children of Israel, but 
allowed them to depart out of her borders little 
better than savages. We were glad to have seen 
that land which had an enlightened religion with 
future eternal rewards and punishment in it, while 
even Israel's religion contained no promise of a 
hereafter. We were glad to have seen that land 
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wkdch had i^us three tiwHiffliid yaars bef oro Bxkg- 
land had it, and cookl paint upon it as none ot us 
can paint now; that land which knew, three thou- 
sand years ago, well-nigh all of medicine and surgery 
which science has discovered lately; whidi had all 
those curious surgical instruments which science has 
invented recently; which had in higjh excdlence a 
thousand luxuries and necessities of an advanced 
dviUzation whidi we have gradually contrived and 
accumulated in modem times and daimed as things 
that weie new under the sun; that had paper unt(dd 
oenturies before we dreamt of it — and waterfalls 
before our women thought d them; that had a 
perfect system cl common schools so long b^ore we 
boasted oi our achievements in that directicm that it 
seems forever and forever ago; that so embalmed 
the dead that flesh was made almost immortal — 
which we cannot do; that built temples which mock 
at destroying time and smile grimly upon our lauded 
Ul^ prodigies of architecture; that old land that 
knew all which we know now, perchaxice, and more; 
that walked in the brocui highway cl civilization in 
the gray dawn of creation, i^<es and ages bdEore we 
were bom; that left the impress oi exalted, culti- 
vated Mind upon the eternal frcmt of the Sphinx to 
confound all scoffers who, when all the other {voofs 
had passed away, might seek to persuade the world 
that imperial Egypt, in the dsys of her high renown, 
had groped in darkness. 
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WE were at sea now, for a very long voyage — ^we 
were to pass through the enthe length of the 
Levant; throu|^ the entire length of the Mediter- 
ranean proper, also, and then cross the full width 
of the Atkntic— a voyage of several weeks. We 
naturally settled down into a very slow, stay-at-home 
manner of life, and resolved to be quiet, exemplary 
ptofie^ and roam no more for twenty or thirty days. 
No more, at least, than from stem to stem of the 
ship. It was a very comfortable prospect, thou|^ 
for we were tired and needed a long rest. 

We wete all lacy and satisfied, now, as the meager 
entries in my note-book (that sure index, to me, of 
my condition) prove. What a stupid thing a note- 
book gets to be at sea, anjrway. Please observe 
the style: 

Stmday—Serncm, as maal, at four belk. Servioef at 
nis^t, also. No cards. 

Monday — Beautifiil day, but rained hard. The cattle 
purchaaed at AkKaodria for beef ou^t to be ahingled' Or else 
fattened. The water stands in deep puddles in the dquesskms 
forward of their after shouklers. Also here and there all over 
their bads. It is wdl they are not cows— tt would soak in and 
ruin the milk. The poor devil eac^^ from Syria looks mssnable 
and droopy in the rain perdied on the forward capstan. He 

1 Afterward presented to the Central Park. 
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appeon to have his own opinioii of a sea voyagey and if it ^ 
put into language and the language solidified, it would probably 
essentially dam the widest river in the world. 

Tuesday— Somewhere in the neighborhood of the island of 
Malta. Cannot stop there. Cholera. Weather very stormy. 
Many passe ng er s seasick and invisible. 

Wednesday— Weatikor stall very savage. Storm blew two 
land-birds to sea, and they came on board. A hawk was blown 
off, also. He circled round and round the ship, wanting to light, 
but afraid cf the people. He was so tired, though, that he had 
to Hghty at last, or perish. He stopped in the foretop,repewled|y, 
and was as oltten blown away by the wind. At last Harry caught 
him. Sea full of flying-fish. They rise in flocks of three hun- 
ted and flash akmg above the tops of the waves a distance of 
two or thpse hitndied feet, then bH and disappear. 

Thmsday — Anchosed off Algiers, Africa. Beautiiul city» 
beautiful green hilly landscape behind it. Stayed half a day 
and left. Not permitted to land, thou^ we diowed a dean 
bffl ol beahh. They were afraid of Egyptian l^kgiM and 
cbolera. 

Friday— Honing^ dominoes. Afternoon, dominoes. Even- 
ing, promenading the deck. Afterward, charades. 

Sahtfday — Morning, dominoes. Afternoon, dbmlnoea. 
Bvenin^^ ptCJiiwiailiag the decks. Aflieiwaid, doouies. 

Simday — Morning service, four bdls. Evening aervioe, 
eight bells. Monotony till midnii^t. — ^Whereupon, dominoes. 

If ^iMldy— Morning, dominoes. Afternoon, doannoes. Even- 
ing, pranenaifing the dedcs. After?rard, duffades and a lec- 
ture from Dr. C. Dominoes. 

No dale — Anchored off the picturesque dty of Cagliari, 
Sanfinia. Stayed lall midnight, but not p er mitted to land by 
these infamous foreigners. They smdl inodorously— they do 
not wash— they dare not risk cholera. 

rA«r9day— Andiored off the beantifnl cathedral d^ of 
Maliga, Spain.— Went ashore m the curtain's boat— not mSbote, 
either, for they would not let us land. Quarantine. Shipped 
my m wa papu correspondence, which they took with tongs, 
dipped it in sea^water, clipped it full of holes, and tim fumi- 
gated it wiUi vttlslnoia vapors till it smdt Hke a Spaniaid. 
Inquired about chances to run the blockade and visit the Alham- 
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fafa at Ottnnda Too ridcy— they might haag a body. Set 
aatt— iBiddk of afteniooD. 

And 80 on, and so on, and so forth, for several days. PinaUy, 
anchored off Gibraltar, which looks f amiHar axid homelike. 

It reminds me of the journal I opened with the 
New Year, onoe, when I was a boy and a confiding 
and a willing prey to those impossible schemes of 
reform which well-meaning old maids and grand- 
mothers set for the feet of unwary youths at that 
season of the year — setting oversized tasks for 
them, which, necessarily failing, as infallibly weaken 
the boy's strength of will, diminish his confidence in 
himself, and injure his chances of success in life. 
Please accept of an extract: 

Monday—Got up, washed, went to bed. 
Tuesday— Gat up, washed, went to bed. 
Wednesday — Got up, washed, went to bed. 
Tktifsday — Got up, washed, went to bed. 
Friday—Gat up, washed, went to bed. 
Ncxi Friday — Got up, washed, went to bed. 
Friday fortnight — Got up, wadied, went to bed. 
FaUawing month — Got up, washed, went to bed. 

I stopped, then, discouraged. Startling events 
appeared to be too rare, in my career, to render a 
diary necessary. I still reflect with pride, however, 
that even at that early age I washed when I got up. 
That journal finished me. I never have had the 
nerve to keep one since. My loss of confidence in 
myself in that line was permanent. 

The ship had to stay a week or more at Gibraltar 
to take in coal for the home voyage. 

It would be very tiresome staying here, and so 
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four of us ran the quarantine blockade and spent 
seven delightful days in Seville, Cordova, Cadiz, and 
wandering through the pleasant rural scenery of 
Andalusia, the garden of Old Spain. The e]q)eri- 
ences of that cheery week were too varied and 
numerous for a short chapter, and I have not room 
for a long one. Therefore I shall leave them all 
out. 
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Chapter xxxiii 

TEN or eleven o'clock found tis coming down to 
breakfast one morning in Cadiz. They told 
tis the ship had been lying at anchor in the harbor 
two or three hours. It was time for us to bestir 
ourselves. The ship could wait only a little while 
because of the quarantine. We were soon on board, 
and within the hour the white city and the pleasant 
shores of Spain sank down behind the waves and 
passed out of sight. We had seen no land fade 
from view so regretfully. 

It had long ago been decided in a noisy public 
meeting in the main cabin that we could not go to 
Lisbon, because we must surely be quarantined there. 
We did everjrthing by mass-meeting, in the good old 
national way, from swapping cS. one empire for 
another on the program of the voyage down to 
complaining of the cookery and the scarcity of 
napkins. I am reminded, now, of one of these 
complaints of the cookery made by a i)assenger. 
The cc^ee had been steadily growing more and more 
execrable for the space of three weeks, till at last it 
had ceased to be cc^ee altogether and had asstmied 
the nature of mere discolored water — so this person 
said. He said it was so weak that it was transparent 
an inch in depth around the edge of the cup. As 
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he approached the table one morning he saw the 
transpar^it edge — by means of his extraordinary 
vision — long b^ore he got to his seat. He went 
back and complained in a high-handed way to Cap- 
tain Duncan. He said the coffee was disgraceful. 
The captain showed his. It seemed tolerably good. 
The incipient mutineer was more outraged than 
ever, then, at what he denounced as the partiality 
shown the captain's table over the other taUes in 
the ship. He flourished back and got his cup and 
set it down triumi^iantly, and said: 
''Just try that mixture once, Cc^ytain Duacaa." 
He smelt it — tasted it — smiled bcirignantly — thm 



''It is inferior— for coffei—bat it is pietty fair 
tea." 

The humbled mutineer smelt it, tasted it, and 
returned to his seat. He had made an ^regious ass 
of himself before the whole ship. He did it no 
more. After that he took things as they came. 
That was me. 

The dd-f ashioned ship-life had returned, now that 
we were no Icmger in sight of land. For days and 
days it continued just the same, one day being exactly 
like another, and, to me, every one oi them pleasant. 
At last we anchored in the open roadstead of Fun- 
chal, in the beautiful islands we call the Madeiras. 

The mountains locdced surpassingly lovely, dad as 
they were in living green; ribbed with lava ridges; 
flecked with white cottages; riven by deep chasms 
purple with shade; the great slopes dashed with 
sunshine and mottled with shadows flung from the 
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drifdag sqttadoons of tlie aliy, wad the soperb pio- 
tttt* fitly crowxifid by towering peaks whose fronts 
were swept by the tmllmg fringss of the douds. 

BvA we ootdd not lead. We stayed all day and 
hioked, we abased the mail w1k> iovested qttai^ 
we h rid half a doesa mass-Hieetti^^ and eraaonied 
them ftdl of intemqitod speedies, motionB that £ett 
stiU-bom, amendments that canoe to nangbt, and 
xesolKtieiis that died from sheer exhaMsthm in trying 
to get bsfiofe the house. At night we art saaL 

We averaged f ottr maas-meetiqgB a wedc for the 
▼oy age' we soomed akway^ in labor in this way, 
and yet so dEten fallacioii&ly that whenever at long 
intervals we were sa&ly defiveted of a rfsohitfaw, it 
was cattae for pabhc rejoictng, and we hoisted tiie 
flag and fired a sahtte. 

Days pasaed a nd mg^ts; and then the beaufaifnl 
Bemusias lose out of the aea» we enteied the torta- 
octs cfaannely steamed h^y^pr %nH thither %»*inf^ the 
brii^ smntner isknds* and rested at last imder the 
flag of Bnghmd and were welcome. We were not a 
ni||itoQare here, where were dviUaation and intelU- 
gence in place of Spamsh and Italian superstition, 
dirt and diead of cholera. A few days aaooag the 
bceezy groves, the flower-gardens, the coml oaves» 
and the lovely vistas of bkie water that went curving 
in and out, disappearing and anon again BppotaAog 
through jun^ walls ci hrilHant fofiaget rertcnred the 
energies dulled by kmg drowsing on the ocean, and 
fitted us for our final cruise — our little nm of a 
tfamisand miles to New Yosk — ^America — homb. 

We bade good-by to ''our friends the Bermu^ 
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dianst"' as our pragmm hatfa it — the majority cf 
those we were most intimate with wete negtoea— 
and oottrted the great deep again. I said the 
majority. We knew more negroes than white peo- 
ple» beoaose we had a deal of waishing to be done, 
bttt we made some most ezoellent friends anKing the 
whites, whom it will be a ideasant duty to hold long 
ia grateftd remembrance. 

We sailed, and from that hour all idling ceased. 
Such another system of overiiaafing, general Htter^ 
ing of cabins and packing of trunks we had not seen 
smce we let go the anchor in the harbor of Betroot. 
Everybody was busy. Lists of all purchases had to 
be made out, and values attached, to facilitate mat- 
tefs at tibe custom-rhouse. Purchases bought by 
bulk in partnership had to be equitably divided, out- 
standiQg dd>t8 canceled, accounts compared, and 
trunks, bokes, and packages labded. All day long 
the bustle and confusion continued. 

And now came our first accident. A passenger 
was runntng through a gangway, betweendecks, one 
stormy inght, when he caugjit his foot in the iron 
staple of a door that had been heedlessly left off 
a hatchway and the bones of his 1^ broke at the 
ankle. It was our first serious misfortune. We 
had traveled mudi more than twenty thousand 
miles, by land and sea, in many trying climates, 
without a single hurt, without a serious case of sick- 
ness,, and without a death among five-and-sixty pas- 
sengers. Our good fortune had been wonderfuL 
A sailor had jumped overboard at Constantinople 
one night, and was seen no more, but it was sus- 
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pected that his object was to desert, and there was 
a shm chance, at least, that he reached the shore. 
But the passenger-Ust was complete. There was no 
name missing from the r^^ter. 

At last, one pleasant morning, we steamed up 
the harbor of New York, all on deck, all dressed in 
Qiristian garb — by special order, for there was a 
latent disposition in some quarters to come out as 
Turks — and, amid a waving of handkerchiefs from 
welccmung friends, the glad pilgrims noted the 
^ver of the decks that toM that ship and pier had 
joined hands again, and the long, strange cruise was 
over. Amen. 
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A NEWSPAPER VALEDICTORY 

IN this place I will print aa article which I wrote 
for the New York Herald the night we arrived. 
Idoitpartly because my attract with my puUisher 
makes it compulsory; partly because it is a proper, 
tolerably accurate, and eo^haustive summing-up d 
the cruise of the ship and the performances of the 
pilgrims in foreign lands; and partly because some 
of the passengers have abused me for writing it, 
and I wish the public to see how thankless a task 
it is to put one's self to trouble to glorify unappre- 
dative people. I was charged with ''rushing into 
print'' with these compliments. I did not rush. I 
had written news letters to the Herald sometimes, 
but yet when I visited the office that day I did not 
say anything about writing a valedictory. I did go 
to the Tribune office to see if such an article was 
wanted, because I belonged on the regular staff of 
that paper and it was simply a duty to do it. The 
managing editor was absent, and so I thought no 
more about it. At night when the HeraUTs request 
came for an article, I did not ''rush." In fact, I 
demurred for a while, because I did not feel like 
writing compliments, then, and therefore was afraid 
to speak of the cruise lest I might be betrayed into 
using other than complimentary language. How- 
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ever, I reflected that it would be a just and rigbiteous 
Ijisng to go down and write a Idnd wofd for the 
Hadjis — ^Hadjis are people who have made the pil- 
grimage — ^because parties not interested could not 
do it so feeUngly as I, a fellow-Hadji, and so I 
penned the valedictory. I have read it, and read it 
again; and if there is a sentence in it that is not 
fulsomely comidimentary to detain, ship, and pas- 
sengers, / cannot find it. If it is not a chapter that 
any company mig^t be proud to have a body write 
about them, my judgment is fit for nothing. With 
tbdse remarks I confidently submit it to the un- 
prejudiced judgment of the reader: 

RETURN OP THE HOLY LAND EXCURSIONISTS-THE 
STORY OP THE CRUISE 

To THE EmTOB or tsb Hikald: 

The ttatmer Quaker CUy has accotnpiUked at last her eKtra^ 
ordinary voyage and retarned to her old pier at the foot of Wall 
Street. The expeditioii was a success in some respects, in some 
it was not. Originally it was advertised as a ''pleasure eaccar- 
sion." Well, perhaps it was a (Measure exctirsion, but certainly 
it did not lo6k like one; certainly it did not act like one. Any- 
body's and everybody's notion of a pleasure excursion is that 
the parties to it will of a necessity be young and giddy and some- 
what boisterous. They will dance a good deal, sing a good 
deal, make love, but sermonise very little. An3rbody's axid 
everybody's notion of a wdl-conducted funeral is that there 
must be a hearse and a corpse, and chief mourners and mourners 
by courtesy, many (Ad people, much solemnity, no levity, and 
a prayer and a sermon withal. Three-fourths of the Quaker 
CUfs passengers were between forty and seventy years of agel 
There was a picnic crowd for you! It may be supposed that 
the other fourth was composed of young girls. But it was not. 
It was chiefly composed of rusty old bachelors and a child of 
six 3rears. Let us average the i^ies of the Quaker CUys pflgrims 
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and Mt the figure dovm as fifty yean. Is any men 
enough to imagixK that this picnic of patriaichs sang, made 
love, danced, laughed, tdd anecdotes, dealt in ungodly levity? 
In my experience they sinned little in these matters. No doubt 
it was presumed here at home that these frolicsome veterans 
kus^ied and sang and tomped all day, and day after day, and 
kept up a noisy excitement from one end of the ship to the other ; 
and that they played blindman's buff or danced quadrilles and 
waltzes on moonlight evenings on the quarter-deck; and that 
at odd moments of unoccupied time they jotted a laconic item 
or two in the joitmals they opened on such an daborate pkn 
when they left home, and then scurried off to their whist and 
euchre labors under the cabin lamps. If these things were 
presumed, the presumption was at fault. The venerable ex- 
cttisionists were not gay and frisky. They played no Wnd* 
man's buff; they dealt not in idiist; they durked not the irk- 
some journal, for alasl noost of them were even writing bodes. 
They never toasped, they talked but little, they never sang, 
save in the nightly prayer-meeting. The pleasure ship was 
a 8]^nagogue, and the pleasure trip was a funeral excursion 
without a corpse. (There is nothing exhilarating about a funeral 
tgcxumoa without a oofpse.) A free, hearty lau£^ was a sound 
that was not heard oftener than once in seven days about those 
dedcB or in those cabins, and when it was heard it met with 
preckxis little S3rmpathy. The excurskxiists danced, on three 
SQwrate evenings, long, long ago (it seems an age) quadrilles, 
of a sinc^ set, made up of three ladies and five gentlemen 
(the latter witkt handkerchief around their arms to signify 
their sex), ^o timed their feet to the sdemn wheesing of a 
mdodeon; but even this melancholy orgie was voted to be sinr 
ful, and dancing was discontinued. 

The pilgrims played dominoes when too much Josephus or 
Robinson's Holy Land Researches, or bodc-writing, made 
recreation necessary— for dominoes is about as mild and sinless 
a game as any in the world, perhaps, eKcq>ting always the 
ineffably insipid diversion th^ call croquet, which is a game 
where 3rou don't pocket any balls and don't carom on any 
thing of any consequence, and ^dien you are done nobody has 
to pay, and there are no refreshments to saw off, and, conse- 
quently, there isn't any satisfaction whatever about it— they 
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played domiiioes t31 thej were lerted, and then they blaofe- 
goarded each other privately till prayer-time. When they wecv 
not seasick they were unoananonly prompt when the dinner- 
gong sounded. Sndi was our daily H£e on board the ship — 
solemnity, decoram, dtnner, dominoes, devotions, slander. It 
was not lively enoo^ for a pleasure trip; but if we had only had 
a corpse it would have made a noble funeral excursion. It is 
all over now; but when I look back, the idea of these venerable 
fossils skipping forth on a six-months i»cnic seems exquisitely 
refreshing. The advertised title of liie eocpedstion— "The 
Grand Hdy Land Pleasure £xcursion"--was a nusnomer. 
'^The Grand Hdy Land Funeral Procession" would have been 
better-much be^. 

Wherever we went, in Europe, Asia, or Africa, we made a 
sensation, and, I suppose I may add, created a famine. None 
of us had ever been anjnndiere before; we all hailed from the in- 
terior; travel was a w9d novdty to us, and we conducted our- 
selves in aocordanoe with the natural instincts that were m us, 
and trammeled oursdves with no ceremonies, no convention- 
alities. We always took care to make it understood tint we were 
Americans— AmerkansI When we found that a good many fisr- 
e^liiers had hardly ever heard of America, and that a good many 
more knew it only as a barbarous province away off •someiHien, 
that had lately boon atwarwith somebody, we pitied theignoranoe 
of the Old Worid, bat abated no jot of our importance. Many 
and many a simple community in the Eastern hemii^here wiU 
remember for years the incursion of the strange horde in the 
year of our Lord 1867, that called themselves Americans, and 
seemed to imagine in some unaccountable way that they had 
a right to be proud of it. We generally created a famine, partly 
because the coffee on the Quaker City was unendurable, and 
sometimes the more substantial fare was not strictly first daes; 
and partly because one naturally tires of sitting long at the 
same board and eating from the same dishes. 

The people of those foreign countries are very, very ignorant. 
They looked curiously at the costumes we had tntng^t from 
the wikls of America. They observed that we talked loudly 
at table sometimes. They noticed that we looked out for 
eacpenses, and got what we conveniently could out of a franc^ 
axid wondered n^iere in the mischief we came from. In Paris 
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tbcy iott moftf opmed Ombt eyw and stand whm we wpckt 
to ikem m Frandii We never did soooeed in making thoae 
idbto tmderstaod their own language. One of our paaaeogen 
said to a shopkeeper, in reference to a proposed return to tmy 
a pair of shoves, "AUong usiay k a mh $ d m ayb e we coom Af##f»- 
dm/"; and woukl you believe it, that shopka^Mr, a bom Preo^- 
man, had to ask what it was that had been said. Sometimes it 
seems to me, somehow, that there must be a difteenoe between 
Paristan French and Quaker CUy Frendu 

The people stared at us everywhere, and we stared at them. 
We generally made them fed rather small, too, before we got 
done with them, because we bore down on them with America's 
greatness until we crushed them. And yet we toc^ Idndly to 
the inaniwiiT and customs, and especially to the fashions of the 
▼ ario iis peof^ we visited. When we kft the Azores, we wore 
awful capotes and t«ed fine-tooth oombs— suooesafully. When 
we caaw back from Tangier, in Africa^ we were topped with fesMS 
of tke bteodiest hue, hung with tassds like an Indian's scalp- 
lode. In France and Spain we a ttracted some attention in 
tbeseeestnmes. In Italy th^natuiatty took us for distenqwrsd 
rbrfbaMiang, and set a gunboat to look for anything significant 
in our changes of uniform. We made Rome howl. We could 
faanpemadeanyi^aoehowliidienwehadallourdotheson. We 
got ■• Iredi raiment in Greece— they had but little there of any 
kind. But at Qnstantinople, how we turned out! Turbans, 
simitars, fes|es, hofse- pistols, tunics, sadies, baggy trousers, 
yeBow sMp p ers Okt^ we were goigeoual The illustrious dogs 
of Constantinople barked their under-jaws off, and even then 
laited to do us justice. They are all dead by this time. Tfaty 
could not go through such a run of business as we gave them 
and survive. 

And tiien we went to see the Bn^eror of Russia. We just 
called on him as comfortably as if we had known him a century 
or so, and when we had finished our visit we variegated oursdvea 
with se l ection s from Russian costumes and sailed away again 
more pictiaesque than ever. In Smyrna we picked up camd'8> 
hair shairis and other dressy things from Persia; but in Pales- 
tine—ah, in Palestine— our splendid career ended. They didn't 
wear any clothes there to ^Mak of. We were satisfied, and 
stopped. We made no experiments. We did not try their 
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008ltune. But we oBtoBoAoA Hie safehpes of tiiot oomatry. We 
aitontthed them wfth Mdi eDcentricitiee of drees m wb eocdd 
moBter. We prowM titfoiq^ the Holf Lttnd, freoa Cceeiea 
Phffippi to Jenifialeitt and iht Dead Sea, a weird prooeeaioii of 
pflgiims, gotten tip r ega w Mee s of eacpeiiie, solemn, gorgeous, 
green-^)ectacled, drowsiflg under blue umbrellas, and astride 
of a sorrier lot of korses, camels, and asses than those that 
came out of Noah's ark, after deven months of seasidcness and 
diort rations. If ever those chfldren of Israel in.Palestine forget 
when Gideon's Band went throuj^ there from America, they 
ought to be cursed once more and finished. It was the rarest 
spectade that ever astounded mortal eyes, peihaps. 

Wdl, we were at home in Palestine. It was easy to see tiiat 
that was the grand feature of the expedition. We had cared 
twitfitng much about Burope. We galloped through the Loutts, 
tile Pftti, the UfBzsi, the Taticatt-*-all the gallerie s an d tSirough 
the pictured and fresc oed (^mrdies of Venice, Naples, and the 
catfaedrak of Spain; some of us said that certain of the great 
Works of the old masteis were iflorious creations of genius (we 
found it out in the gURto-boc^, though we goC hold of the wrung 
pkture sometimes), and the others said tttcy were disgraceful 
old daubs. We examined modem and ancient statuary with a 
critied eye in Fkxenee, Rome, or anywhere we found it, and 
pnted it if we saw M^ and if we didn't we said wt pr e fef ie d 
tlw wooden Indians in front of the dgar stores of America. 
But the Holy Land brought out all our enthusiasm. We fell 
into raptures by the barren shores of Galilee; we pondered at 
Tibor and at Nazareth; w$ caploded into poetry ofer tlw 
questionable loreliness of Bsdtaekm; we medkated at Jeveel 
and Samaria over the missionary seal of Jehu; we rioted — 
fairly rioted among the holy places of Jerusalem; we bathed in 
Jordan and the Dead Sea, reddess whether our accident-in- 
surance policies were extra-hacardous or not, and brought away 
so many jugs of precious water from both places that all the 
country from Jericho to the mountains of Moab will suffer 
from drought this year, I think. Yet, the pilgrimage part of 
the excursion was its pet feature — ^there is no question about 
that. After dismal, smilelefis Palestine, beautiful Egypt had 
few diarms for us. We merely glanced at it and were reedy 
for home. 
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They wouldn't kt tis land at Malta-'-qaanuittne; they woold 
not let ttf land in Sardinia; nor at Algiecs, Africa; nor at Malaga, 
Spain, nor Cadis, nor at the Madeira Islandi. So we got of- 
fended at all foreigners and tamed oar backs txpoa them and 
came home. I suppose we only stopped at the Bermudas be* 
cause they were in the program. We did not care anjrthing 
about any place at alL We wanted to gp home. HomesicknesB 
was abroad in the ship — it was ^Mdemic If the authorities 
of New York ha4 known how badly we had it, they would have 
quarantined us here. 

The grand pilgrimagp is over. Good-by to it, and a pleasant 
memory to it, I am able to say in all kindness. I bear no malice, 
no ill will toward any individual that was connected with it, 
either as passenger or oflficer. Things I did not like at all 3^es- 
terday I tike very wdl to-day, now that I am home, and always 
hereafter I shall be able to poke fun at the whole gang if the 
sgiiit so moves me to do, without ever saying a malicious word. 
The eqiedition aooomi^ished all that its program promised 
that it should accomptish, and we oui^t all to be satisfied with 
the management of the matter, certainly. By-byl 

Mark Twain. 

I call that o(Mn{dimentary« It is complimentary; 
and yet I never have received a virord of thanks for 
it from the Hadjis; on the contrary, I speak nothing 
but the serious truth when I say that many of them 
even took ^Lceptions to the artide. In eodeavc^ing 
to please them I slaved over that sketch *f or tviro 
hours, and had my labor for my pains. I never 
vdll do a generous deed again. 
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CONCLUSION 

K pSARLY one year has flown since this notable 
1 1 pilgrimage was ended; and as I sit here at 
home in San Prandsco thinking, I am moved to 
confess that day by day the mass of my memories 
of the excursion have grown more and more pleasant 
as the disagreeable incidents of travel which encum- 
bered them flitted one by one out of my mind — 
and now, if the Quaker City were weighing her 
anchor to sail away on the very same cruise again, 
nothing could gratify me more than to be a passenger. 
With the same captain and even the same pilgrims, 
the same sinners. I was on excellent terms with 
eight or nine of the excursionists (they are my 
stanch friends yet), and was even on speaking terms 
with the rest of tihe sixty-five. I have been at sea 
quite enough to know that that was a very good 
average. Because a long sea-voyage not only brings 
out all the mean traits one has, and exaggerates 
them, but raises up others which he never suspected 
he possessed, and even creates new ones. A twelve 
months' voyage at sea would make an ordinary man 
a very miracle of meanness. On the other hand, if 
a man has good qualities, the spirit seldom moves 
him to exhibit them on shipboard, at least with any 
sort of emphasis. Now I am satisfied that our 
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pilgrims are pleasant old people on shore; I am 
also satisfied that at sea on a second voyage th^ 
wotdd be pleasanter, somewhat, than they were on 
our grand excursion, and so I say without hesitaticm 
that I would be glad enough to sail with them 
again. I could at least enjoy life with my handful 
of old friends. They could enjoy life with their 
cliques as well — passengers invariably divide up into 
cliques, on aU ships. 

And I will say, here, that I would rather travel 
mih an excursion party of Methuselahs than have to 
be changing ships and comractes constantly, as peo- 
ple do who travel in the ordinary way. Those 
latter are always grieving over some other ship they 
have known and lost, and over other comrades whom 
diverging routes have separated from them. They 
leam to love a ship just in time to change it for 
another, and they become attadied to a pleasant 
traveling-companion only to lose him. They have 
that most dismal experience of being in a strange 
vessel, among strange people who care nothing 
about them, and of undergoing the customary btilly- 
ing by strange ofiScers and the insolence of strange 
servants, lepeated over and over again within the 
compass of every month. They have also that 
other misery of packing and unpacking trunks — of 
running the distressing gantlet ot custom-houses — 
of the anxieties attendant upon getting a mass of 
baggage from point to point on land in safety. I 
had rather sail with a whole brigade of patriarchs 
than suffer so. We never packed our trunks bat 
twice — when we sailed from New YcM-k, and when 
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we returned to it. Whenever we made a land jour- 
ney, we estimated how many days we should be 
gone and what amount of clothing we shotdd need, 
figured it down to a mathematical nicety, packed a 
valise or two accordingly, and left the trunks on 
board. We chose our comrades from among our 
old, tried friends, and started. We were never 
dependent upon strangers for companionship. We 
often had occasion to pity Americans whom we 
found traveling drearily among strangers with no 
friends to exchange pains and pleasures with. 
Whenever we were coming back from a land jour- 
ney, our eyes sought one thing in the distance first 
— ^the ship — and when we saw it riding at anchor 
with the flag apeak, we felt as a returning wanderer 
feels when he sees his home. When we stepped on 
board, our cares vanished, our troubles were at an 
end — for the ship was home to us. We always had 
the same familiar old stateroom to go to, and fed 
safe and at peace and comfortable again. 

I have no fault to find with the manner in ^i^ch 
our excursion was conducted. Its program was 
faithfully carried out — a thing which surprised me, 
for great enterprises usually promise vastly more 
than they perform. It would be well if such an 
excursion could be gotten up every year and the 
system regularly inaugurated. Travel is fatal to 
prejudice, bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, and 
many of our people need it sorely on these accounts. 
Broad, wholesome, charitable views of men and 
things cannot be acquired by vegetating in one 
Httle comer of the earth all one's lifetime. 
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The excursion is ended, and has i)as8ed to its 
place among the things that were. But its varied 
scenes and its manifold incidents will linger pleas- 
antly in our memories for many a year to come. 
Always on the wing, as we were, and merely pausing 
a moment to catdi fitful glimpses of the wonders 
of half a world, we could not hope to receive or 
retain vivid impressions of all it was our fortune to 
see. Yet our holiday flight has not been in vain — 
for above the confusion of vague recollections, cer- 
tain of its best prized pictures lift themselves and 
will still continue perfect in tint and outline after 
their surroundings shall have faded away. 

We shall remember something of pleasant Prance; 
and something also of Paris, though it flashed upon 
us a splendid meteor, and was gone again, we 
hardly knew how or where. We shall remember, 
always, how we saw majestic Gibraltar glorified with 
the rich coloring of a Spanish sunset and swimming 
in a sea of rainbows. In fancy we shall see Milan 
again, and her stately cathedral with its marble wil- 
derness of graceful spires. And Padua — Verona — 
Como, jeweled with stars; and patrician Venice, 
afloat on her stagnant flood — silent, desolate, 
haughty — scornful of her humbled state — wrap- 
pii^ herself in memories of her lost fleets, of battle 
and triumph, and all the pageantry of a glory that 
is departed. 

We cannot forget Florence — Naples — ^nor the fore- 
taste of heaven that is in the delicious atmosphere 
of Greece — and surely not Athens and the broken 
temples of the Acropolis. Surely not venerable 
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Rome — nor the green plain that compasses her 
round about, contrasting its brightness with her gray 
decay — nor the ruined arches that stand apart in 
the plain and clothe their looped and windowed rag- 
gedness with vines. We shall remember St. Peter's; 
not as one sees it when he walks the streets of Rome 
and fancies all her domes are just alike, but as he 
sees it leagues away, when every meaner edifice has 
faded out of sight and that one dome looms superbly 
up in the flush of stmset, full of dignity and grace, 
strongly outlined as a mountain. 

We shall remember Constantinople and the Bos- 
porus — ^the colossal magnificence of Baalbec — ^the 
Pyramids of Egypt — ^the prodigious form, the benig- 
nant countenance of the Sphinx — Oriental Smyrna 
— sacred Jerusalem — Damascus, the "Pearl of the 
East," the pride of Syria, the fabled Garden of 
Eden, the home of princes and genii of the Arabian 
Nights, the oldest metropolis on earth, the one city 
in all the world that has kept its name and held its 
place and looked serenely on while the Kingdoms 
and Empires of four thousand years have risen to 
Ufe, enjoyed their little season of pride and pomp, 
and then vanished and been forgotten! 
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